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OHAPTEB  L 

THB  MAK  IN  THS  OUOAK. 

HE  drear  and  dark  December  day  was  ending 
in  a  drearier  and  darker  evening.  A  bitter 
frost  blackened  the  earth,  wrathful  clouds 
blackened  the  sky,  leafless  trees  rattled  their  skeleton- 
arms  m  the  long  and  lamentable  blasts,  and  the  rirer, 
rolling  along,  turbid  and  troubled,  tossed  its  black 
/surges  and  moaned  dismally  up  on  the  black  sandsj^ 
Everything  looked  ghastly  and  dismal,  in  the  grayi 
spectral  twilight ;  the  lonely  little  riyer-side  village 
lying  lifeless  under  the  gaunt,  stripped  trees ;  the  long, 
lonesome  country  road,  winding  in  and  out  among  de* 
jserted  flelds  and  noddy  marshes ;  the  bleak  hills  in  the 


background^  and  the  bleaker  sandy  leyel  in  the  torn 
fTonnd,  with  nothing  of  life  near  but  tHe  solitary  little 
way-station,  on  whose  platform  a  red  light  burned. 

Of  all  lonely  way-stations,  undisturbed  from  dawn 
to  dark  except  when  the  train  came  screaming  through, 
there  could  scarcely  be  found  one  lonelier  than  the 
little  station  in  the  sandy  level  at  the  Tillage  of  Eiver- 
iide.  In  the  pleasant  summer-time,  when  the  sun 
ihone  on  the  white  sands,  the  cows  grazed  in  the  grass 
meadows,  and  the  birds  sang  in  the  waring  trees,  it  was 
a  pleasant  spot  enough ;  but  now,  with  the  December 
snow  falling  ghostly  around  it,  you  might  haye  searched 
long  before  you  could  find  a  more  solitary  or  deserted 
spot.  In  summer-time,  the  train  from  the  city  never 
arrived  without  stopping  to  set  down  sporting  young 
Gothamites,  armed  with  fishing-rods  and  tackle ;  for 
Eiverside  was  famous  for  trout  and  pretty  girls,  aud 
young  New  Yorkers  found  it  a  very  enlivening  way  to 
pass  the  dogdays,  angling  for  one  and  making  love  to 
the  other.  But  in  December,  when  the  trout  streams 
were  ice-bound,  the  pretty  girls  unwilling  to  redden 
their  dear  little  noses  by  exposure  to  Jack  Frost's 
kisses,  and  the  opera  and  theater  in  full  blast  in  the 
Bmpire  City,  young  New  York  stayed  at  home,  and  the 
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tr»m  passed  through,  eyening  after  erening,  without 
landing  anyone  at  the  lonesome  station. 

On  this  particular  December  evening,  the  clerk  sat 
in  his  little  den,  with  one  or  two  especial  friends,  smok- 
ing clay  pipes,  while  waiting  for  the  last  down  train. 
A  few  passengers  sat  in  the  waiting-room,  reading  the 
'^Riyerside  Mercury,"  or  talking,  to  while  away  the 
tedious  interyal,  or  looking  at  the  snow  falling  in 
feathery  flakes  on  the  frost-blackened  ground.  The 
cylinder-stoyes  in  the  clerk's  office  and  waiting-room 
were  heated  red  hot,  and  the  lamps  were  flaring  cheer- 
ful defiance  to  the  growing  gloom  without. 

''I  say,  Mr.  Station-master,  ain't  the  cars  late  to^ 
night  P"  asked  a  burly  passenger,  putting  hm  head 
at  the  office-window. 

The  clerk  looked  at  the  little  clock  fastened  to  the 
wall,  and  took  his  pipe  from  between  his  lips, 

''It's  only  half -past  four,  Sir;  they'll  be  along 
directly.    Oh,  here  they  come  now." 

Eyerything  was  in  commotion  directly.  Eyerybody 

was  on  his  feet;  oyercoats  were  donned,  carpet-bags 

and  valises  were  seized,  and  a  general  stampede  mtwi® 

for  the  platform.    With  the  unearthly  yell  of  a  demon, 

the  expected  train  stopped,  and  the  f^em 

1* 
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;©f  th®  pMsengere  looked  out  tliroiigh,  the  steamed  ai^d 
blnrred  windowi  at  the  EiTerside.  station.  The  people 
in  the  waiting-room  bustled  in  and  the  loafers  smoking 
frith  the  clerk  watched  them  go, 

^  No  one  for  Siyerside^  FU  be  bound/*  one  of  them 
■mid  ;  city  folks  don't  think  it  worth  while  to  stop  at 
©ur  Tillage  when  the  cold  weather  comes/* 

The  speaker  was  mistaken.  Before  he  had  ceased 
speaking,  a  man  stepped  from  the  cars  on  the  platform, 
and  entered  the  waiting-room  to  light  a  cigar.  With 
anotiier  frightful  shriek  the  train  sped  on  its  way,  and 
the  clerk  and  his  friends  cam§  in  out  of  the  cold  win- 
ter-air to  the  warm  influence  of  the  red-hot  cylin- 
ders. 

The  trayeler  who  had  stopped  was  tall  and  com- 
manding of  figure,  with  the  unmistakable  air  and  bear- 
ing of  a  gentleman.  He  was  young,  too,  and  yery 
f  ood-looking ;  and  the  long  trayeling-cloak  he  wore, 
with  its  deep-furred  collar,  became  his  fine  form  well. 
A  fur  cap  was  pulled  oyer  his  eyes  ;  and  as  he  drew  off 
©n©  of  his  warm  trayeling-gloyes,  the  clerk  and  his 
friends  had  their  eyes  da^izled  by  the  blaze  ©f  a  dia* 
mond  ring  on  a  hand  white  and  shapely  as  a  lady's. 
Mig  mle  journeying-equipage  iieemed  to  consist  of  hii 
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6igar^<jaie^  from  which  he  leisurely  selected  a  weed,  and 
lit  it  at  one  of  the  flaring  lamps* 

A  sharp  night,  sir/^  the  clerk  3Ugge8t.ed  respect- 
fully, a  little  awed  by  the  striking  figure  and  flag  ling 
diamond,  won't  you  sit  down  and  take  an  air  oi  the 
firer  ^ 

^^Im  not  cold,  thank  you,*'  the  tall  stranger  said, 
pulling  out  a  superb  gold  hunting-watch,  and  glancing 
at  the  hour.  Twenty  minutes  to  fiye,  and  dark  al- 
ready !   Good  night  to  you.'' 

Drawing  on  his  gloye  again,  and  puffing  away  ener- 
getically the  gentleman  walked  out  of  the  waiting-room- 
The  clerk  and  his  friends  weut  to  the  window  and 
looked  out  after  him— in  the  gloom  of  the  winter-night 
they  could  see  him  striding  through  the  falling  snow, 
with  tremendous  sweep  of  limb,  in  the  direction  of  tht 
village. 

^^An  uncommon  swell,  that,"  one  of  them  said, 
going  back  to  the  sto?e,  *^  Did  yau  notice  that  ere  ring 
on  his  little  finger  ?  It  cost  a  few  dimes,  did  thai 
flasher,  I'ye  a  notion/' 

"What  brings  him  to  Eirerside,  I  wonder,"  psh 
milked  wother.     '^There's  no  fishing  or  partridf^^ 
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shooting  now^  and  he  looki  too  gnmd  to  oom^  om  $Mf 

ether  businefls/' 

Seems  to  me  Fye  seen  that  young  ohap  befdrey** 
said  theclerk,  meditating.  '^It  ain't  his  first  risit  to 
Biyerside^  or  he'd  neyer  know  the  road  to  the  Tillage  so 
well.  Should  like  to  know  where  he's  going  when  he 
gets  there."  * 

"To  the  Golden  Swan,  most  likely,"  said  the  first 
speaker.  "  Go  on  with  that  story  you  were  telling  us, 
Johnson,  when  the  train  came  in." 

The  "  Golden  Swan"  was  the  only  hotel  in  Riyep- 
side,  and  the  gentleman's  suggestions  were  correct :  it 
was  to  that  establishment  the  stranger  went  It  was 
nearly  a  mile  from  the  station  to  the  hotel,  oyer  the  bleak- 
est of  roads,  with  the  ghostly  snow  falling  noiselessly  and 
the  winter- wind  rattling  through  the  bare  trees,  but  the 
young  man  walked  on,  heeding  the  cold  and  the  darkness 
Tery  little,  straight  to  where  the  red  light  streamed  out 
from  the  crimson  curtained  windows  of  the  bar-room. 
As  he  opened  the  door  unceremoniously,  the  blaase  of 
illumination  from  lamp  and  fire  dazzled  him  for  a  mo- 
ment accustomed  as  he  had  become  to  the  outer  dark- 
ness. Some  half-dozen  men,  with  the  landlord  at  their 
head,  playing  cards  round  a  table,  looked  up,  and  stared 
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rariotuily  at  the  new-comer,  who  was  stamping  tke  wmm 
off  his  boots  in  the  doorway. 

**Good  eyening,  stranger,"  th©  landlord  said,  laying 
down  his  cards  and  standing  up.  Walk  in  and  take  a 
ohair." 

*'F11  take  something  more  substantial,  Mr.  Jarris,** 
tnswered  the  stranger,  adTancing ;  my  supper,  if  yon 
kaye  no  objection.  Trayeling  such  a  night  as  this  in 
hungry  business." 

The  landlord  looked  puzzled  and  curious.  You 
seem  to  know  me,  sir,"  he  said,  eyeing  the  tall  stranger 
In  the  cloak.  "  You  haye  the  adyantage  of  me,  for  1 
don't  know  your  name." 

"You  used  to,  then,"  said  the  young  man,  "and 
not  go  long  ago,  either." 

He  lifted  his  fur  cap  as  he  spoke,  and  Mr,  Jarrii 
f  aye  a  shout  of  recognition  at  sight  of  his  handsama 
face,  and  came  forward  with  extended  hand. 

"  Bless  my  heart.  Captain,  is  it  you  ?  Who'd  oyer 
thought  of  seeing  you  here  at  this  time  o'  year  ?  How 
ancommon  well  you  are  looicing,  too." 

"  Thank  you,  Jaryis  ;  I  feel  tolerable  well,  I  allow 
How  is  Mrs.  Jaryis  and  pretty  Lizzie  ?" 

First-rate,  Cap'n,  and  nsre  gh^-d  they'll  be  to 
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you,  too.  I  say,  old  woman,  ^  Mr.  Jarvii  yelled^  pnl* 
ting  his  head  in  at  an  open  door,  from  which  isened  a 
powerful  odor  of  fried  ham  and  a  clatter  of  cups  and 
saucers,    and  yon^  lix,  come  and  see  who's  here.** 

A  dumpy  little  woman,  with  a  white  muslin  cap  and 
brass-rimmed  spectacles,  followed  by  a  dumpy  little 
damsel,  with  rosy  cheeks  and  bare,  plump  arms,  re- 
sponded to  this  call,  bearing  the  odor  of  ham  and  tea 
in  eyery  fold  of  their  check  aprons  and  gingham  gowns. 
Mrs.  Jarvis  gave  a  little  cry,  and  Lizzie  uttered  an  ex- 
clamation at  sight  of  the  visitor,  who  stood,  chapeau 
in  hand,  smiling  before  them. 

"  Land  of  hope  1  Cap'n  Forrest,"  Mrs.  Jarvis 
shrilly  cried,  where  on  airth  did  you  drop  from,  this 
time  o'  night  r 

I  knew  she'd  be  flabbergasted  on  sight  o*  you,*^ 
remarked  Mr.  Jarvis,  nodding  delightedly.  Lizsie^ 
why  don't  you  come  over  and  shake  hands  with  Cap'ii 
Forrest  T 

Lizzie,  her  rosy  cheeks  considerably  rosier  than  theii^ 
wont,  came  shyly  forward,  holding  out  a  plump  handj 
which  the  good-looking  young  captain  shook  with  u 
warmth  a  trifle  greater  than  he  had  given  to  papa  and 
mamma. 
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"Very  glad  to  see  you  again,  lizzie^  and  aa  bloom* 
lag  as  8Yer,  too.  I  couldn't  forget  you,  you  s@e^'*  low* 
sring  his  voice,  and  giring  the  plump  hand  a  partm| 
squeeze,    and  so  had  to  come  back  to  Riverside/* 

And  how's  all  the  other  young  gentlemen,  Cap^n, 
and  where  have  you  been  ever  since  last  summer 
inquired  Mrs.  Jarvis,  dusting  a  chair  with  her  apron 
for  him  to  sit  down. 

They  were  all  well  when  I  left  them,  Mrs.  Jarvis ; 
and  as  for  me,  I  have  been  knocking  about  the  world 
in  my  old  vagabond  style,  never  very  long  anywhere,'' 

"And  you  haven't  gone  back  to  England,  yet  T* 

Captain  Forrest  laughed,  displaying  a  set  of 
brilliant  white  teeth. 

'^I  have  not  gone  back  to  England,  yet  I  like 
ISm  York  too  well  for  that.  But,  Mrs.  Jarvis,  Vm 
hungry,  and  smell  cooking  within  there,  so — 

He  made  a  laughing  motion  to  enter,  and  ail  thd 
kostess  was  aroused  in  dumpy  little  Mrs.  Jarvis  at  on^ 
To  be  sure,  Gap'n  ;  to  be  sure.  Whatever  could 
I  be  thinking  of,  not  to  know  you  must  be  hungry. 
Oome  right  in,  and  you'll  have  your  supper  in  fivf 
minutes,  Lizzie,  run  and  look  after  those  biscuits 
!  cji-pect  the  kam-'i  burned  to  a  crisp  by  ilm  time," 


li  TEB  MAJSf  IN  TBS  CLOAK. 

Lizzie  and  her  mother  flew  back  to  the  inner  apart^ 
ment^  and  Captain  Forrest  lingered  for  a  moment 
speak  to  mine  host. 

am  going  back  to  New  York  by  the  up*traiiip 
JanriS;  what  time  does  it  pass  f 

^'Nine  o'clock^  Oap'n;  but  ain't  yon  goin'  to  stay 
aU  nightr 

'^Gan't^  nnfortnnately.  I  came  down  on  business. 
Gan  you  have  the  gig  in  readiness  by  the  time  I  get 
through  supper  ?  I  haye  a  few  miles  to  go^  and  shall 
not  stop  this  way  again.  I  can  leave  it  in  charge  of  the 
clerk  at  the  railway  station.'' 

'  Gertainly,  0^'n;  but  I  should  like  to  have  you 
stay.  It's  too  bad  you  should  leave  us  in  such  a 
hurry." 

'^The  loss  is  mine,  Mr.  Jarvis;  nothing  would 
give  me  more  pleasure  than  staying^  but  business  befors 
pleasure,  you  know." 

"^^I  did  not  think  Captain  Forrest  ever  had  any 
weightier  business  than  fooling  silly  girls,"  said  Mr. 
Jarvis,  with  knowing  eyes ;  and  the  handsome  young 
Oaptain  laughed. 

I'm  a  reformed  character,  Mr  Jarvis ;  don't  lode 
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io  dabiou6>  it's  the  truths  I  Msurd  you*   And  now  im 

aomething  to  satisfy  the  inner  man«" 

Throwing  his  cloak  oyer  the  back  of  a  oMir^  mi. 
hiu  cap  and  gloyes  thereon^  he  strolled  into  the  neid 
room^  humming  an  air.  The  moment  his  back  wai 
turned,  Mr.  Jarris  waitf  besieged  with  questions. 

"I  don*t  known  much  about  him/'  that  gentleman 
said^  resuming  his  seat  and  his  cards^  except  that  he 
is  an  uncommon  fine  young  gentleman^  ready  to  spend 
money  like  a  prince.  He  came  here  last  summer  with 
a  lot  of  other  young  gentlemen,  to  fish  and  shoot,  and 
stopped  with  us  for  three  weeks.  His  name  is  Captain 
Forrest,  and  he  is  an  Englishman,  more's  the  pity ;  and 
that's  everything  I  know  about  him.  Dobson,  the 
deal's  yours." 

While  Mr.  Dobson  shuffled  the  cards  and  Mr. 
Jarvis  summoned  his  only  servant  to  him,  who  was  eat- 
ing peanuts  and  overlooking  the  game,  to  go  out  and 
fetch  the  gig  and  mare,  the  young  gentleman,  whose 
biography  he  had  been  giving  them,  was  seated  before 
a  table,  laden  with  tea  and  toast,  ham  and  eggs,  home- 
made  cake  and  pies,  discussing  the  viands  with  the 
appetite  of  a  hungry  traveler,  while  good-natured  littk 
Mrs.  Jarvis  stood  with  her  fat  hands  on  her  fat  sidesy 
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OTeiiooking  the  performance  with  a  beaming 
with  hospitable  delight. 

And  so  Eiyerside  is  the  mme  old  story/^  G^'pidz 
Forrest  was  saying;  *^no  changes  at  ail,  I  suppose! 
Hobody  dead  or  married,  or  left  or  sattied,  eh 

liot  many,  Capt'n  ;  folks  when  they  settle  do'wn 
here  don't  care  to  leave,  and  new  folks  don't  much 
mm  to  come«  Try  the  pie.  I  made  it  myself,  and 
I  know  it  is  good/' 

It  must  be  if  yon  made  it.  And  so  there  have 
been  no  changes  at  all 

Lizsie  turned  round  from  the  cookstoTe  over 
which  she  was  bending,  with  a  scarlet  face. 

There's  some  folks  moved  into  one  of  them  doll 
houses  on  the  marsh  lately,  mother.  Ain't  you  heard 
of  them  ?" 

Mrs.  Jaryis  turned  up  her  nose. 
"Oh,  they*r*^  of  no  account.    They  must  be  poor  m 
Job's  turkey,  whoever  they  are,  or  they  wouldn't  live 
there.    Have  another  cup  of  tea,  O&pt'n,  and  try  the 

^^I  daresay  they're  poor  enough,"  said  Lizzie,  going 
0B  with  her  cooking,  ^^but  the  young  woman  that*g 
tha^t  looks  like  a  lady,  and  everybody  gays  go*  SWi 
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handsomer  than  anybody  I  eyer  saw  befoie  in  my 


What's  her  name?''  asked  Captain  Forrest,  looking 
interested. 


four  of  them — an  old  woman  and  a  young  one  and  two 
children.  It^s  the  young  woman  that's  so  handsome^ 
and  the  two  children  ;  and  I  do  say  she  looks  like  a 
lady,  if  she  is  poor." 

Has  she  ever  been  here 

No  ;  she  don't  go  out  much,  but  Pve  seen  her  once 
or  twice.  The  old  woman  comes  to  the  store  some- 
times for  things,  but  nobody  knows  her  name,  or  where 
they  come  from,  or  anything  about  themu" 

And  I  don't  belieyo  they're  any  better  than  thej 
ought  to  be,"  struck  in  Mrs.  Jaryis^  with  the  usual 
charity  of  her  sex ;  where  there's  secrecy  there's  guilt, 
that's  my  opinion.    Do  try  the  cakes,  Oap'n,  won't 


Couldn't  possibly.  I  have  done  ample  justice  t© 
your  good  things,  I  think,  Mrs.  Jarvis,  and  now  I  mm^ 
bid  you  good-bye  and  be  off.*' 

Mrs.  Jarvis  protested  loudly,  and  lizzie  looked  ua* 
epeakable  things  under  her  eyelashes,  but  Captain  For« 


life. 


Nobody  knows.   They  came 


you  i 


to 
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rest  was  proof  against  both,  and  returned  to  the  b«r» 
foom,  where  the  card  party  wag  still  in  full  blast. 

"  The  boss  and  gig's  at  the  door,  Cap'n/'  Mr.  Jar- 
tIs  said,  *'but  I  don't  see  why  you  can't  come  back  and 
stop  with  us  a  week  or  so.  It  seems  kinder  bad  to 
have  you  come  one  moment  and  fly  off  the  next." 

"  Can't  be  helped,  unfortunately,"  said  the  young 
man,  throwing  his  cloak  over  his  shoulder,  and  putting 
on  his  cap  and  gloves  ;  good-bye,  Mrs.  Jarvis  ;  good- 
bye, Lizzie  ;  don't  get  married  till  I  come  back  again. 
There's  no  telling  but  I  may  take  a  fancy  to  have  a  wife 
one  of  these  days.  Good-bye,  Mr.  Jarvis,  a  thousand 
thanks  for  the  use  of  the  gig*  You'll  find  it  all  safe 
to-morrow  morning  at  the  station," 

Shaking  hands  all  round,  the  young  man  went  out, 
followed  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Jarvis.  The  gig  stood  at  the 
door,  and  he  sprang  lightly  in,  seized  the  reins,  touched 
the  horse  with  the  whip,  and  shouting  a  last  good-by@j 
flew  off  and  was  lost  in  the  darkness  of  the  December 
night. 

The  snow  was  falling  rapidly  now ;  and  the  road^ 
running  between  rows  of  tall  black  trees,  looked  like  a 
silver  line  set  in  ebony.  The  darkness  is  never  very 
deme  when  it  snows ;  and  though  neither  moon  nor 
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stars  shone  to  show  him  the  way,  he  kept  the  horse  mt 
full  speed,  and  rattled  rapidly  on  over  the  frosty 
ground.  His  ride  was  not  long  ;  half  an  hour  brought 
him  to  the  end  of  the  Tillage,  and  the  end  of  his  jour- 
ney in  that  direction.  It  was  a  lonely  not  to  say  dismal 
spot  in  which  he  chose  to  alight ;  on  one  side,  the  riTer 
rolled  turbid  and  black ;  on  the  other,  miry  marshes 
spread,  sloppy  and  sodden.  Before  him,  the  path  lost 
itself  in  a  frowning  cedar- wood,  where  murders  might 
have  been  committed  in  broad  day-light,  and  no  one  be 
the  wiser.  Yet,  dismal  as  the  marshes  were,  a  few 
wretched  houses  were  scattered  here  and  there,  from 
whose  crooked  chimneys  smoke  curled,  and  from  whose 
broken  windows  lights  gleamed.  Only  the  Tery  poor 
could  have  remained  there,  and  fever  and  ague  must 
been  the  bosom-friends  of  their  wretched  inmates. 

The  handsome  young  English  captain,  with  the 
diamond  on  his  finger,  one  would  thiak  could  have 
little  to  do  with  the  dwellers  in  such  a  place.  Yet  here 
he  choose  to  alight,  and,  tying  the  horse  to  a  tree,  took 
a  survey  of  the  four  or  five  miserable  dwellings  around. 

One  of  the  houses  in  the  marsh,  they  told  me,'*  he 
•ftid  to  himsell  I  wonder  which  of  tnem  it  is  j  p«r* 
baps  I  had  better  take  them  as  they  ^ome." 
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There  was  a  path  through  these  mirj^  treacherous 
marshes— he  knew  it  well,  and  struck  into  it  at  once  ; 
for  in  the  sunny  days  gone  by  he  had  wandered  there 
often,  with  his  gun  on  his  shoulder  and  his  dog  at  his 
heels.  It  led  him  straight  to  one  of  the  miserable 
dwellings— a  wretched  place,  with  tumble-down  cMm- 
ney,  rattling  doors,  broken  windows,  and  leaky  roof. 
Lights  shone  from  two  of  the  ruined  windows— very 
feebly  from  one  in  the  gable,  and  brighter  from  anothef 
in  front.  There  was  a  white  muslin  shade  OTer  each^ 
but  so  short  and  torn  that  the  casements  they  adorned 
would  have  been  quite  as  well  without  them,  either  for 
ornament  or  use.  Standing  on  the  outside,  you  could 
iee,  if  you  chose,  everything  going  on  within ;  and 
Captain  Forrest  evidently  found  the  view  interesting, 
for  he  stood  gazing  steadily  and  long  The  exterior  of 
the  building  was  wretched  enough,  but  the  interior 
was  wretched  in  the  extreme.  Abject  poverty  reared 
its  ghastly  head  everywhere  ;  it  stared  At  you  in  the 
rickety  chairs,  in  the  rough  deal  table,  in  the  rougher 
trundle-b^d  in  the  corner,  its  miserable  straw  pallet 
covered  with  coarsest  bedding,  A  tallow  candle,  gut- 
taring  in  a  dirty  brass  candlestick,  shed  tears  of  fat  on 
the  table  and  its  dim  r^d  light  on  the  two  women  wh© 
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were  the  only  inmates  of  the  bare  and  cheerleBs  rootSL 
There  was  a  wood  fire,  smoldering  and  smoking  yi- 
ciously  on  the  hearth  ;  and  they  sat  on  two  low  stool% 
facing  each  other,  one  in  each  corner.  From  the  poei« 
tion  in  which  he  stood,  one  was  directly  facing  Captain 
Forrest,  the  other  had  her  back  to  him.  She  w^om  he 
saw  was  old,  ugly,  hideously  wrinkled,  wretchedly  clad^ 
and  was  emulating  the  chimney  by  puffing  forth  clouds 
of  smoke  from  a  short,  blackened  clay  pipe.  The 
other,  with  her  back  to  him,  appeared  youthful  of 
figure  ;  and  a  great  cloud  of  golden  hair,  such  as  we 
see  in  pictures  of  Mary  Magdalene,  hung  loose  and  dis- 
ordered oyer  her  shoulders  and  down  her  back.  Her 
dress  was  as  poor  as  that  of  the  other ;  and  she  cow- 
ered oyer  the  fire,  in  a  strange  attitude  of  pain. 

^  was  a  gloomy  picture  Captain  Forrest  saw, 
whether  he  looked  within  or  without ;  the  bad  black 
night;  the  ghastly  white  snow^  eyer  falling,  falling; 
the  bleak  and  lonesome  marshes,  the  dismal  night  sky, 
and  more  dismal  riyer,  roaring  sullenly  along,  the 
empty  and  comfortless  room,  and  the  two  lonely 
watchers  oyer  the  smoky  fire.  No  wonder  he  turned 
away  with  something  of  the  surrounding  gloom  darken* 
ing  his  face. 
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*'It  i«  het  own  fault,**  he  said,  frowning ;  ^wliy 
will  she  be  a  fool  ?  But  now  for  the  children — ^there  ii 
no  time  to  lose." 

He  turned  to  the  side-window,  from  which  the 
feebler  light  shone,  and  looked  in  as  he  had  done  at  th« 
other. 

Here  there  was  neither  fire  nor  furniture,  only 
another  trundle-bed  in  a  comer,  and  another  tallow- 
candle,  with  a  long  red  wick,  flaudng  on  the  floor. 

Eyidently  he  had  found  what  he  wanted,  for  he 
tried  the  window — ^it  opened  easily,  and  he  stepped  into 
the  chamber.  On  the  trundle-bed  two  children  lay 
asleep,  their  peaceful  faces  looking  up  through  a  tan* 
gled  profusion  of  black  curling  hair.  He  scarcely 
stopped  an  instant  to  look  at  them ;  but  drew  from  his 
pocket  a  bottle  and  sponge,  poured  some  of  the  contents 
©f  the  one  on  the  other,  and  held  it  to  the  nostrils  of 
the  sleeping  children.  The  breathing  deepened ;  the 
sweet  slumber  of  infancy  was  changed  to  a  heaTy, 
Seath-like  insensibility,  and  the  young  man  replaced 
his  bottle  and  sponge. 

"  What  a  blessing  chloroform  is,  judiciously  admin- 
istered I"  he  muttered.  ''I  don't  think  they  will  giw 
much  trouble  for  the  nest  two  hours.    How  then 
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There  was  no  quilt  or  blanket  oyer  the  poor  littl@ 
bed;  only  a  heayy  plaid  shawl^  gaudy  onoe^  but  faded 
and  threadbare  now.  The  young  man  wrapped  the  lit- 
tie  forms  closely  in  its  ample  folds^  took  them  easily  in 
his  arms,  and  stepped  out  through  the  window,  closed 
it  sof tly^  and  without  waiting  to  cast  one  parting  glance 
behind,  made  for  his  gig  on  the  roadside. 

Taking  his  seat  with  the  children  on  his  knee,  shel- 
tered from  the  cold  and  storm  by  his  fur-lined  cloak, 
he  started  ofl!  at  a  break-neck  pa(^  for  the  railway- 
station. 

The  last  up-train  was  just  dashing  in  as  he  reached 
it,  and  he  had  barely  time  to  secure  his  ticket  and  leave 
Mr.  Jarris^s  property  in  charge  of  the  clerk,  before  it 
tore  oft  again,  shrieking  like  a  demon.  He  had  the 
children,  both  rolled  up  together  in  the  shawl,  under 
his  cloak.  The  sleepy  passengers  scarcely  looked  at 
him  as  he  took  his  seat,  and  in  ten  minutes  Biyerside 
and  the  house  on  the  marsh  were  far  behind,  and  Im 
mi  his  sleeping  prize  were  flying  idonc  to  the  oity* 
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te^^^|HEISTMAS  eye^  and  a  cold,  olear  mglii 
S^^^^  Bright  stars  shining  in  a  blue  wintry  aky,  a 
^^^^^  crescent  moon  threading  its  silvery  way  up 
the  blue-black  concaye,  where  the  constellations  were 
flaming  ;  a  clear,  bright,  bracing  night,  full  of  promise 
of  a  cloudless  coming  day.  Christmas  eve,  and  Broad- 
way crowded.  All  gaslight,  and  glitter,  and  throbbing 
life  ;  every  shop  window  a  picture  at  which  you  might 
stand  entranced  ;  cars  and  stages,  with  their  brilliant 
colored  lights,  flashing  up  and  down  like  overgrown 
fij^e-flies ;  the  pavement  crowded  with  pedestrians, 
pushing,  elbowing,  jostling ;  for  Christmas  eve  comes 
but  once  a  year,  and  the  veriest  miser  must  unloose  his 
purse  before  the  tempting  stores. 

A  man  buttoned  up  to  the  chin  in  an  overcoat  of 
sealskin,  with  a  scarlet  comforter  wound  about  his  neck, 
and  a  crash  hat  pulled  over  his  eyes,  strode  along  through 
the  surging  sea  of  life,  pushing  and  jostling  with  th« 
best  in  his  hi7j*ry,  but  never  stopping  as  the  other  folk 
did  to  enter  the  toyshops  and  confectionery  and  jewelry 
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stoics.  No  ;  this  man  eyed  all  mch  places,  m  he  ttoU 
tad  by  them,  with  a  sidelong  glance  of  sour  disdain,  mnd 
pursued  the  even  tenor  of  his  way  for  a  mile  or  so  up 
the  thronged  thoroughfare.  He  stopped  at  last  under  a 
street  lamp,  and  pulled  a  card  oufc  of  his  pocket,  which 
he  perused  with  deliberation  by  the  aid  of  a  pair  of  old- 
fashioned,  silyer-rimmed  spectacles.  He  was  a  little 
man,  you  could  see ;  thin  and  dark  of  face  ;  with  small, 
piercing  eyes;  thin,  compressed,  cynical  lips,  and  a 
rapid,  energetic  way  of  doing  even  the  smallest  things 
that  would  have  made  a  quiet  person  nervous  to  behold* 
'^Number — ,  Fifth  avenue, the  little  man  read 
from  the  card.  ought  to  be  near  the  place 

now." 

Turning  out  of  bustling  Broadway,  he  mad©  for  the 
quieter  avenue  beside  it,  and  walked  along  that  aristo- 
cratic place,  looking  at  the  numbers  on  the  houses  as  he 
went.  A  few  minutes  rapid  walking,  and  he  drew  rein 
before  a  stately  brown-stone  front,  with  two  lampi 
burning  in  front  of  its  aristocratic  portal  On  the  silver 
doorplate  was  inscribed  the  aame  "  Hazel  wood and 
the  little  man  in  the  sealskin  overcoat  and  red  woolen 
comforter,  nothing  awe?!  by  its  magniiicence,  ran  boldly 
wp  the  steps  and  rang  a  stirring  rev«^'^'3    A  young  maa 
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Ih  Hrerj  aiiswer®d  the  summons,  md  stored  mfmdSB^ 
mslj  at  tlie  crush  liat  and  sealskin  coal 

Is  Mr.  Haselwood  at  home  f '  asked  the  little  nan, 
in  a  sharp,  quiek,  imperatiye  Toice,  no  more  awed  by 
the  tall  joung  man  in  liyery  than  he  had  been  bj  the 
imposing  exterior  of  the  mansion. 

"Yes,  he  is, said  the  tall  young  man;  *'but  I 
rather  think  he  is  engaged.  Did  you  want  to  see 
himr 

Oiye  him  that,''  repHed  the  little  man,  shortly, 
pulling  out  a  cs^d.  wait  here  until  you  come 

back.'' 

It  was  no  gilt  and  glittering  risiting-card^  but  a 
Teritable  piece  of  pasteboard,  with  Jeremiah  Lance  ^ 
written  on  it  in  a  stiff,  cramped  hand.  The  young 
man  in  lirery  looked  at  it  dubiously,  and  then  at  its 
owner,  whose  peculiar  brilliant  eyes  were  beginning  to 
flash  rather  ominously  behind  his  lunettes.  Perha^ 
it  was  the  fiery  brightening  of  his  glance  that  taught 
the  tall  young  men  he  had  better  do  as  be  was  ordered  ; 
m  he  turned  away  with  a  slow  and  stately  step,  liaring 
the  visitor  in  the  doorway. 

He  could  see  a  grand  entrance-hall  with  oomioed 
aeiling,  its  waUs  adorned  with  rich  paintings  and  pretty 
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9tAtU6S;»  lit;  with  blazing  ciuiters  of  gi^ ;  « iriie  marbk 
staircase,  with  gilded  railing,  going  up  in  great  sweeps 
to  the  regions  above  ;  and  the  warmth  coming  delight^ 
fnlly  up  through  the  register  that  cold  December 
night.  Before  the  dark  bright  eyes  behind  the  speo* 
tacles  had  done  noting  all  this,  the  tall  young  man  re- 
turned, and  behind  him  a  tall  old  man,  with  a  hand- 
some,  fresh-colored  face,  white  hair  and  beard  falling 
OTer  a  rich  Turkish  dressing-gown  of  many  colors,  slip- 
pers on  feet,  smoking-cap  on  head,  a  smile  of  cordial 
welcome  on  his  lips,  and  his  hand  extended  in  warm 
greeting. 

"  My  dear  old  fellow  I  My  dear  Lance !  what  m 
pleasant  surprise  for  Christmas  eye  I  Oome  in  I  eom^ 
in  1  who  in  the  world  would  ever  haye  thought  of  see* 
ing  you  1" 

The  tall  young  man  receded  into  the  back-gromn€ 
\uite  cowed,  and  the  little  man  suffered  his  hand  to  be 
shaken,  and  himself,  red  comforter  and  all,  to  be  drawm 
in,  with  constitutional  pLlegm. 

"How  well  you  are  lookiAj,  too,  not  the  least 
changed  since  we  parted  ten  years  ago  I  Take  off  youf 
%at  and  oyercoat  and  come  up  stairs.** 

By  the  aid  of  the  -fcall  young  man  the  fisitar,  wli0  ali 
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ttlii  time  h&d  spoken  neyer  a  word,  was  diTested  Mi 
outer  garment,  and  stood  under  the  gasjets  in  a  deceit 
suit  of  black  broadcloth,  a  bald-headed,  keen-looking 
gentleman,  of  some  forty-five  or  Sf ty  years. 

This  way.  Lance,  ^  Mr.  Hazel  wood  said,  leading 
the  way  up  the  grand  staircase.  "  Of  all  men  in  the 
world  you  are  the  one  I  mogt  wanted  to  see,  to-night ! 
What  will  the  boys  say  at  sight  of  their  old  tutor 

*^Are  all  your  song  at  home,  Mr.  Hazel  wood 
aaked  the  Tisitor.    "I  heard  some  of  them  had  gon© 
abroad/' 

Conway  has;  Conway's  inclined  to  be  a  roiling 
stone,  I  am  afraid,  and  will  nerer  gather  much  moss. 
He  has  made  the  grand  tour— come  right  in  this  way, 
Lance— and  goes  moying  from  one  end  of  the  country 
to  the  other  still,  never  long  in  on©  plMse.  Taks  a 
seat.    Have  you  dined 

The  little  man  pulled  out  an  old-fashioned  Bilver 
watch,  and  eyed  it  with  an  expreaaion  of  sardonic  con- 
lampt  at  gtich  a  question, 

**I  dined  five  hours  ago,  at  on©  o-'clock,  tli©  time  I 
4lw^ys  dine  at,  I  don^'t  pretend  to  be  faihionable,  "Mr* 
Haieiwocd 

Youll  hm^  iome  coffee  with  me,  then/-'  isid  Mj^ 
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BDwielwood,  ringing  tha  bell.  **I  alwaji  hny©  m&m 
one  hour  before  dinner/^ 

But  tha  fastidioiis  little  man  wouldn't  listen  to  tM% 
either. 

"  I  don't  drink  coffee  so  late  in  the  6T0ning,^I 
•ider  it  a  pernicious  practice.    I'll  take  a  cup  of  wmk 
tea  and  some  dry  toast,  if  convenient.    I  neyer  take 
anything  heartier  after  six  in  the  evening." 

Mr.  Hazelwood  laughed,  a  genial  mellow  laugh, 
pleasant  to  hear,  and  folded  his  gay  dressing-gown 
closer  around  him. 

What  an  old  anchorite  you  are,  I^nce.  We  used 
to  call  you  Diogenes,  at  school,  and  I  find  you  are  Dio« 
genes  yet 

And  you  Alexander,  I  suppose !"  said  the  email 
gentleman,  looking  round  him  cynically,  ^^The  world 
seems  to  have  gone  well  with  you  in  the  lapse  of  years. 

If  one  might  judge  by  Mr.  Hazel  wood's  looks  and 
surroundings,  it  certainly  had.  The  dining-rooiii  in 
which  they  sat  was  aaoraed  with  every  comfort  mi 
luxury  money  could  purchase.  Brussels  carpet,  mtiz 
curtains,  softly-cushioned  lounges,  and  easy-chair^ 
inlaid  tables,  exquisite  pictures,  and  a  carved  sideboard 
flittering  with  silver  and  cut-glass.    In    steel  grate  » 
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bright  coal  fire  burned  ;  for  Mr.  Hazelwood,  despite  hii 
furnace,  insisted  on  a  fire  the  whole  irinter  through. 
It  was  pleasant  to  see  as  well  as  feel  the  heat,  pleasant, 
too,  to  watch  the  bright  red  cinders  and  dream  over  the 
pictures  therein.  The  two  men  sat  opposite  each  other 
in  two  carved  and  cushioned  armchairs,  and  formed  a 
striking  contrast.  The  one  with  his  fresh,  florid  com- 
plexion ;  his  tall  upright  figure  wrapped  in  the  gay 
dressing-gown ;  his  snow-white  hair  and  beard  giving 
him  the  look  of  an  old-time  patriarch  ;  his  kindly  eye, 
and  smile,  and  voice :  the  other  with  his  thin,  keen 
brown  face,  his  sharp  sardonic  eye,  his  compressed 
cynical  mouth,  his  small  wiry  figure,  and  quick,  sharp, 
imperative  tones.  Yet  they  were  friends,  had  been 
friends  in  boyhood,  in  youth,  in  manhood  ;  and  now, 
when  falling  into  the  sere  and  yellow  leaf,  attached 
friends  stilL 

Mr.  Hazelwood  was  some  ten  years  the  elder,  and 
Ma  three  sons  had  been  partially  educated  under  the 
iupervision  of  Professor  Lance ;  for  a  Professor  he  wai 
— a  Professor  of  Mathematics  and  Classics  at  Col- 
lege. 

A  servant  came  t©  answer  the  bell.    Mr.  Hazelw®®^ 

Altered  tea  and  toa^t  for  his  friend,  and  coSee  for  Mm* 


A    OHRIBTMAa  QIFT. 


«6lf  ^  and  leaked  thoaghtf  ally  in  the  fire  as  he  replied  to 
the  last  remark. 

'*Yes,  the  world  has  gone  well  with  me,  Doctor 
Lanoe.  I  have  been  prospered  beyond  my  deserts ;  I 
am  not  a  wealthy  man,  but  I  have  enough  for  all  my 
wants,  and  something  to  leave  my  boys  when  I  go.  I 
have  nothing  to  trouble  me;  a  light  heart  and  easy 
conscience,  I  hope,  smooth  the  downward  path  to  the 
grave.    Thank  Heaven  for  the  blessings  I  enjoy  I*' 

He  raised  his  velvet  cap  reverently  as  he  spoke. 

Doctor  Lance  slightly  glanced  up  at  the  picture  over 
the  mantel — a  portrait  of  a  pretty  woman,  with  eoft 
eyes  and  a  gentle  smile. 

"  Your  wife  is  dead,  I  have  heard." 

Mr.  Hazelwood's  eyes  lifted  themselves  to  the  pof^ 
trait  too. 

She  died  eight  years  ago.    Her  loss  has  been  m| 

anly  sorrow  since  I  saw  you  last." 

You  have  a  housekeeper  now,  I  suppose." 

''My  sister  is  my  housekeeper.    You  remember 

Bmily ;  don't  you.  Lance 

Doctor  Lance  winced.    Twenty  years  ago,  when  his 

phlegmatic  blood  had  been  young  and  hot,  Jeremiah 

Lance  had  fallen  in  love  with  the  pretty  insipid  face  of 
a* 
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Emily  Hazelwood^  ftnd  been  refused  for  a  handsoMat 

mm.  That  was  the  first  and  last  folly  of  Doctor 
Lance ;  and  now  at  f orty-fiye  lie  was  an  old  baoheiorj. 
ready  to  sneer  with  the  best  at  the  gentle  passion. 

*'^She  ran  off  wit  a  that  graceless  scamp,  Frank 
Wood,  you  recollect,"  said  Mr.  Hazel  wood,  who  had 
neyer  known  of  his  friend's  little  romance;  **and  a 
pretty  time  they  had  together,  for  thirteen  or  fourteen 
years — Wood  drinking  and  gambling,  and  she  following 
him  oTer  the  country  in  a  state  of  semi-starTation,  her 
children  dying  ^  om  her  one  after  another  as  fast  ai 
the^  came.  Two  years  ago.  Wood  died  himself  in  a 
drunken  fit,  leaving  Emily  and  one  child,  a  little  girl, 
penniless  and  homeless.  Of  course,  I  orought  them 
here  at  once ;  and  here  they  haTe  been  oyer  since,  and 
are  likely  to  be  while  I  am  aboye-ground.  Susan/'  to 
the  serrant  who  came  in  with  the  tea  and  coffee,  ^^tell 
Mrs.  Wood  there  is  an  old  fi^end  here  who  would  lik% 
to  sea  her/' 

^^And  so  your  sons  are  all  at  home,"  remarked 
Dector  Lance,  taking  the  tea  his  friend  handed  him, 
gentlemen  at  large,  I  suppose— Broadway  swells,  with 
no  profession  ;  with  no  higher  business  in  life  to  attend 
lo  than  their  toilet,  and  flirting  in  bsll-rooim** 
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Mr.  Hazelwood^  sipping  his  coffee^  langh^d  good 
kiredly  at  the  bitter  speech. 

You  are  a  little  severe,  Br.  Lance—boys  will  b@ 
boys,  you  know,  and  mine,  I  trusty  are  pretty  good 
boys,  as  goodness  goes  among  the  Jeums  gem  of  Nelf 
Tort  Conway  does  nothing,  I  must  confess,  beyond 
yachting,  and  rambling  up  and  down  the  world ;  but 
Arthur  has  a  studio  in  Broadway,  where  he  smokei 
cigars  and  drinks  lager,  and  daubs  in  paint  all  day  long, 
and  calls  himself  an  artist ;  and  Eugene  has  taken  out 
his  diploma,  and  hung  up  his  shingle,  with  M.  D,  after 
his  name,"  on  the  same  thoroughfare,  and  I  dare  mj  is 
licensed  to  kill  with  the  best." 

Doctor  Lance  grunted. 

**It's  exactly  like  them — the  characters  of  three  lit 
in  a  nutshell.  Conway  had  brains  and  neyer  would  ust 
them  ;  Arthur  had  none  to  use,  and  Eugene  had  them 
ftnd  used  them.  He  has  more  sense  than  the  other  tw0 
together." 

We  won't  quarrel  otci  it.  Lance — ^have  another  ctip 
of  tea?  They'll  be  surprised  beyond  ererything  at 
sight  of  you.  I'll  send  them  word  to  come  in  here  be- 
fore they  go  out. 

Dressing,  I  belieya,  for  a  Ohnstmas  party,  at  old 
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Thornton's— XJna^s  going,  too.   Oh,  by  th@  way,  yt« 
don't  know  Una,  do  you?" 
I  hayen't  that  honor." 

"  To  be  sure,  you  don't  know  her !  I  haye  only  had 
her  about  four  years.  Her  name  is  Una  Forest— a® 
orphan,  poor  little  thing !  the  daughter  of  my  wife'« 
only  brother.  We  took  her  when  her  parents  died,  io 
keep  her  out  of  the  workhouse,  and  she  has  been  here 
ever  since.  Wait  till  you  see  her.  Lance,  and  you'll  see 
the  best  and  prettiest  little  girl  in  New  York." 

"  Humph  1"  remarked  Dr.  Lance,  in  his  usual  sar- 
castic accent.  Yours  is  a  sort  of  private  almshouse,  I 
find  ;  an  impoverished  sister  and  two  nieces — how  many 
more  are  there  ?  " 

^'That's  all,"  said  Mr.  Hazelwood,  with  his  good- 
natured  laugh,  ^^and  nothing  would  tempt  me  to  part 
with  either  of  the  three.  Appropos  of  Una,  I  some- 
times think  she  and  Eugene  will  make  a  match." 

"  Don't !"  said  Dr.  Lance,  raising  a  warning  finger, 
don't,  I  beg  I  Of  all  the  things  on  the  face  of  this 
earth,  a  habit  of  match-making  is  the  most  despicable," 
My  dear  fellow,  what  are  you  talking  about  ?  I  am 
not  match-making.    I  never  thought  of  such  a  thing  j 
bitt  I  oan't  prevent  the  course  of  events.   It's  ^he  raosi 
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ftatnral  thing  in  the  world  that  Eugene  and  Una  shomld 
marry.  They're  oonsins,  to  be  sare^  which  is  a  draw- 
back ;  bat  still  I  think  they  could  hardly  do  better." 

And  why^  pray^  should  Miss  Una  select  especially 
your  youngest  son  ^ 

Well^  for  seyeral  reasons.  He  is  nearest  her  own 
age,  more  suitable  in  disposition ;  and  then^  Oonway^  I 
fancy,  has  already  chosen,  and  Arthur  is  too  lazsy  to 
think  of  anything  but  smoking  and  painting.  He  ought 
to  be  a  German  student  at  once." 

"  And  who  has  Conway  honored  by  his  preference 
"A  very  pretty  girl,  Helen  Thornton,  one  of  the 
greatest  heiresses  in  the  city    Gome  in." 

This  last  inyitation  was  given  in  response  to  a  tap  at 
the  door,  which  opened  immediately  after  to  admit  a 
a  charming  visitor,  A  youthful  angel,  of  some  fifteen 
years,  slender  and  delicate  of  figure,  as  became  her  age, 
and  robed  in  floating  misty  white.  There  was  some- 
thing striking  and  peculiar  about  the  girl — it  consisted 
in  the  snowy  whiteness  and  purity  of  her  complexion. 
The  whole  face  was  perfectly  colorless  ♦  yet  no  one 
could  have  pronounced  her  sickly,  but  no  Albino  could 
have  boasted  of  a  more  perfect  absence  of  color  in  the 
ikin.    Under  the  clear  surface  you  could  trace  every 
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blue  yein,  and  the  hair^  worn  in  profusion  of  Bnid8| 
was  of  flaxen  lightness.  The  eyes  were  rather  small^ 
and  of  the  Tery  palest  blue ;  the  features  small  and 
pretty ;  the  hands  and  feet  tiny^  and  the  manner  sell 
possessed  and  easy,  to  an  extraordinary  degree^  for  that 
age  of  transition. 

Her  dress  of  white  tulle,  looped  up  with  bands  of 
pale  azure  ribbon,  was  low-necked  and  short-sleeyed ; 
and  she  wore  a  wreath  of  blue  flowers  in  her  pale  hair. 
All  white  and  azure,  no  one  could  look  once  without 
turning  to  gaze  again  on  that  singular  face.  Erery 
human  countenance,  it  is  said,  is  either  a  history  or  a 
prophecy — ^hers  was  a  prophecy,  and  a  startling  one,  too, 
could  either  of  the  twain  looking  at  her  have  read  it. 
Doctor  Lance  was  evidently  struck,  for  he  bent  his 
black  brows  and  fixed  his  weird  eyes  on  her  in  piercing 
scrutiny  as  Mr.  Hazelwood  presented  her. 

"  My  niece,  Una  Forest,  Doctor.  Una,  my  dear, 
my  old  friend,  Doctor  Lance.*' 

Little  Miss  Forest  —  she  was  small  of  stature, 
dropped  htn  a  pretty  courtesy,  filling  the  air  with  per* 
!ume  as  she  flirted  out  her  translucent  skirts. 

"  Will  I  do,  uncle  she  asked  in  a  sweet,  childlike 
foke,  turning  round,  that  he  might  the  better  surrey 


A    0EBISTMA3  QIFl. 


m 


her.      I  dressed  myself  without  any  one  helping 
at  all.*' 

''You  look  m  pretty  m  a  picture — doesn't  sh% 
Doctor  r 

But  the  Doctor  only  gaye  a  contemptuous  gr^t. 
Don't  tire  yourself  dancing,  and  don't  stay 
late.    What  time  will  Jenkins  go  after  you  ?" 

Whatever  time  you  like,  uncle.  Will  two  o'clock 
be  too  late  ?" 

Oh  no — two  will  do  nicely.    Where's  your  aunt  f ' 

"  Down  stairs,  I  think.  I  must  find  her — she  wants 
to  see  me,  too,  before  I  go." 

"  HaTe  the  boys  come  down  yet  ?" 

"No,  sir,"  laughed  little  Miss  Una.  They  take 
longer  to  dress  than  I  do  I   Why,  what's  that  ?" 

It  was  a  shrill  scream  from  the  hall  below.  Un^ 
turned  to  see  the  cause,  and  ran  against  Susan,  the 
chambermaid,  flying  in,  with  eyes  and  mouth  wide 
epen,  and  consternation  in  every  feature. 

0  Miss  Una  I  0  Mr.  Hazelwood  !  Come  and  %m 
what's  in  the  hall !    Oh,  do  come—quick  !" 

^*  What's  in  the  hall,  Susan  ?"  asked  Una ;  but 
Susan,  in  a  wild  state  of  excitement,  r^to  headlong 
iown-stairs,  reiterating  her  entreaty  to  come  quick  ? 
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Una  ran  after  her^  and  tlie  two  gentlemen^  rath^ 
itartled^  followed  a  little  less  quickly.  The  sight  that 
greeted  them  was  not  yery  startling  though,  after  all. 
Directly  under  the  blaze  of  the  gasjets,  two  little 
children  stood,  tiny  creatures  of  Tery  little  oyer  a  year, 
apparently ;  their  small  figures  draped  in  little  fur 
cloaks,  and  scarlet  woolen  hoods  on  their  heads.  But 
the  faces  under  the  hoods  were  of  exquisite  beauty,  rose- 
cheeked,  black-eyed,  and  cherry-mouthed,  and  an  ex- 
uberance of  black  ringlets  fell  oyer  the  fur  tippets. 

The  babies  were  twins,  and  the  pretty  faces  were  so 
much  alike  that  it  was  impossible  to  tell  the  smallest 
difference  between  them.  There  they  stood,  gazing 
around  them  out  of  their  large  black  eyes,  eyidently  as 
much  astonished  as  to  how  they  got  there  as  those  who 
stood  in  amazement  looking  at  them. 

Una  uttered  an  exclamation,  Mr.  Hazelwood  uttered 
another,  and  Dr.  Lance  took  off  his  spectacles  and 
wiped  them,  to  be  sure  his  eyes  were  not  deceiying  him. 

No ;  it  was  no  optical  delusion.  There  the  children 
were  ;  and  where  they  had  come  from,  and  who  they 
Might  be,  was  now  the  question. 

All  turned  to  Susan,  in  silent  inquiry. 
I  don't  know  the  first  thing  about  *em,"  protested 
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ilmt  handmaiden,  with  widelj-distended  tjdfi.  '  Ten 
minutes  ago  I  came  down-stairs,  and  ther^  was  nothing 
in  the  hall ;  and  five  minutes  after,  when.  I  was  coming 
up,  there  they  were,  as  you  see  'em.  The  bell  didn't 
ring ;  there  was  no  noise ;  but  there  they  stood.  I 
Kcreamed  out,  and  ran  up-stairs  ;  and  that's  eyerything 
I  know  about  it  I" 

"  Here's  a  letter  1"  cried  Una,  seizing  a  large  bufl 
enyelope  lying  on  the  teble.  "  Bead  it,  uncle.  Perhaps 
it  tells." 

^^The  letter  was  addressed  in  a  disguised  hand  to 
"Mr.  Hugh  Hazel  wood  ";  and  that  gentleman,  in  a  be- 
wildered state  of  mind,  tore  it  open  and  read  : 

"Mk.  Hazblwood — Sir: — These  children  are  sent 
to  you  because  you  have  the  best  right  to  take  charge  of 
them.  They  are  your  grandchildren.  They  are  twins, 
and  Just  fifteen  months  old.  I  send  them  to  you  as  a 
Christmas-gift,  which  I  know  you  will  not  refuse.  You 
will  adopt  and  educate  them  as  your  own.  Give  them 
your  own  name,  if  you  choose  ;  it  is  rightfully  theirs ; 
but  if  you  prefer  it,  you  may  call  them  by  their  moth- 
er's, Starr.  The  one  dressed  in  blue  is  Eosamond  ;  the 
one  in  pink,  Evangeline.  I  repeat  it,  they  are  your 
grandchildren,  as  you  will  learn  to  your  cost  should  you 
Attempt  to  discard  them. 

"  Yours,  respectfully,       Sakta  Olaub,'' 


THB  BROTHSSUk 


CHAPTEB  in. 

THE  BBOTHlBa. 

HE  quartet  stood  aghast. 

Mr.  Hazelwood  had  read  the  note  aiond^ 
and    Bless  my  soul  I"  was  all  the  comment 
he  was  able  to  utter  in  his  consternation. 

"They  are  your  grandchildren, quoted  Doctor 
Lance,  with  malicious  emphasis.      Remember  thaf 

A  crimson  flush  of  anger  and  incredulity  rose  to  the 
face  of  the  old  gentleman. 

It's  a  Tile  slander !  It's  the  work  of  some  infam- 
ous being  who  has  taken  this  means  of  securing  a  home 
for  the  offspring  she  will  not  rear.  Anything  like  the 
cool  impudence  of  the  whole  thing  I  never  heard  of  1 
Ohristmas  gift,  indeed  !  I'll  rsend  them  to  the  alms- 
house to-morrow.  Santa  Claus,  whoever  he  or  she  may 
be,  will  find  Mr.  Hugh  Hazelwood  is  not  quite  such  a 
fool  as  they  take  him  to  be  1" 

Such  an  outburst  on  the  part  of  even-tempered, 
good-natured  Mr.  Hazelwood  was  even  more  extraordi* 
nary  than  the  mysterious  apparition  of  tiie  children. 
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Doctor  Lance  shrugged  his  shouldai^  and  mrnimmA 
the  two  little  faces  through  his  spectacles. 

Black  eyes,  black  hair,  fresh  complexion^  %nA 
good  features — all  characteristics  of  the  Hazelwoodi! 
Upon  my  word,  I  begin  to  think  there  ii  some  truth  m 
the  letter,  after  all  r 

"LanceP 

Mr.  Hazelwood  was  breaking  out  in  &  high  state  of 
temper ;  but  Doctor  Lance  only  pointed  with  composure 
at  the  two  little  creatures- 

Look  for  yourself,  then  !  Take  off  their  muffleri 
and  see  if  I  am  not  right/' 

Una  obeyed  the  command  by  at  once  undoing  the 
fur  cloaks  and  scarlet  hoods ;  and  the  twins  emerged 
at  once  from  caterpillars,  so  to  speak,  into  brightest 
butterjBiies. 

Their  dress  was  of  the  richest  texture  and  most 
fashionable  make ;  everything  they  wore  showing  plainly 
that  money  had  not  been  spared  in  their  outfit.  The 
one  first  undressed  wore  a  short  frill  dress  of  bltie  silk  | 
the  other  pink  ;  the  short  sleeyes  and  low  corsag® 
trimmed  with  ermine,  necklaces  of  coral  and  gold 
around  their  plump  throats,  fancy  boots  with  shining 
buttons  on  their  feet,  richly-embroidered  underclothei 
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peeping  out  beneath  the  silken  skirts^  and  their  profuM 
jetty  ringlets  falling  nearly  to  their  waists. 

A  prettier  tableau  than  they  made  it  would  hare 
been  impossible  to  find,  as  they  stood  side  by  side, 
looking  round  them  with  great  shining  wondering 
eyes. 

Una  and  Susan,  woman-like,  uttered  simultaneoui 

exclamations  ol  delight. 

Mr.  Hazel  wood  melted  at  once  ;  and  even  the  cym* 
cal  little  Professor  who  believed  all  beauty  to  be  a  fleec- 
ing show  and  delusion,  was  betrayed  into  something 
like  a  glance  of  admiration. 

"  Oh,  what  pretty  little  things !"  was  Una's  cry, 
0  Uncle  Hugh  !  ain't  they  sweet  V 

*^  I  wish  they  had  taken  their  sweetness  somewhere 
else  grumbled  Uncle  Hugh,  in  a  subdued  tone,  how- 
ever. '^They're  pretty  enough;  but  what  am  1  to  do 
with  them,  I  want  to  know  ?  I  say  1  Can  they 
speak  r 

What's  your  name,  dear?"  Una  asked,  taking 
the  little  hand  of  the  blue  twin,  and  caressing  the 
pretty  curls. 

The  two  children  turned  their  black  eyes  on  Una'f 
fair  facoy  and  only  stared  in  reply. 
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*'Tell  me  your  name/"*  persisted  the  young  lady. 
Can't  you  speak  ?  What's  your  name 
^'Bosie/'  answered  the  little  one^  in  a  sweet  infan« 
tile  lisp. 

"Eosie  what     asked  Una,  encouraged.  ^ 
*'Bosie,"  repeated  the  blue  twin,  still  staring  hard 
at  her  interlocutor. 

"  And  where  do  you  come  from,  Rosie 
XJna  hesitated,  still  tojring  with  the  long  curls. 
But  Miss  Eosie  had  exhausted  her  command  of  tk€ 
speech  of  Albion  in  that  one  word  ;  and  the  pink  twin, 
whose  eyes  had  been  attracted  by  the  wreath  in  Una'i 
hair,  here  made  a  sudden  grab  at  it  and  tore  it  from  her 
head« 

Susan  screamed,  and  Una  rose  up. 

"  You  little  monkey  1  You  have  hands  if  you  hsT§ 
no  tongue.    What  do  they  call  you  ?" 

'^See,  Eo^e!  See,  Eosie  T  the  pink  twin  cried, 
with  a  gleeful  laugh,  holding  up  the  flowers  in  triumph. 

"  Oh,  she  can  speak,  too  1  You're  EYangeline-— 
ain't  you.  Miss  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Hazelwood,  lifting  the 
pretty  culprit  up  in  his  arms. 

But  Miss  Evangeline,  averse,  perhaps,  to  this  sum* 
Mary  mode  of  seizure,  set  up  a  prolonged  yell,  by  way 
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of  reply^  ^nd  struggled  to  get  free.   Mr.  Bazdwood  pat 

her  precipitately  down  again. 

^*I11  answer  for  the  strength  of  youi  langs  anyway, 
my  little  virago !  What  under  Heaven  am  I  to  do 
about  this.  Lance 

You  had  better  consult  your  sons  on  the  subject*' 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense !  You  don't  seriously  mean 
to  say  you  believe  the  infamous  slander  contained  in 
this  vile  anonymous  letter  ?" 

I  believe  the  evidence  of  my  senses !  Look  at 
the  faces  of  these  infants^  and  see  if  they  are  not  Hazel* 
woods." 

^'XJna!"  exclaimed  Mr.  Hazelwood,  struggling  to 
repress  his  rising  indignation,  *'go  up-stairs  and  request 
your  cousins  to  come  down  at  once.  Their  own  lips 
shall  deny  or  confirm  the  charge.    Susan,  you  may  go." 

Do  you  really  imagine  for  a  moment,  Mr.  Hazel* 
wood,"  sneered  Doctor  Lance,  ^'that  either  of  these 
young  gentlemen  will  plead  guilty  to  any  proprietorship 
in  these  two  young  ladies  ?  Why,  the  greatest  of  crim- 
inals answers  *  not  guilty'  when  the  judge  goes  through 
the  formula." 

Mr.  Hazelwood,  his  usually  serene  fa^  very  r»d^ 
4rew  himself  stiffly  up. 
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**My  boys  know  how  to  tell  the  truth.  Doctof 
Iiance^  poor  as  your  opinion  of  them  is.  You  may 
tolie^  them  or  not^  and  I  shall  do  the  same.'' 

Doctor  Lance  smiled  contemptuously,  and  still 
stared  through  his  spectacles  at  the  little  on^%  who 
stood  wonderfully  quiet,  gazing  around  them. 

Una  had  darted  off  to  obey  orders,  and  the  two  gen* 
tlemen  were  waiting  in  silence,  when,  with  a  strong 
rustling  of  silk,  a  lady  swept  down  the  staircase,  her 
ribbons  fluttering  stormily  in  a  breeze  of  her  own  mak- 
ing. A  pretty  lady ;  fair,  fat,  and  forty ;  her  ample 
form  robed  in  stiff  black  silk,  her  black  lace  cap 
adorned  with  a  plenitude  of  black  satin  streamers ;  a 
diamond  breastpin,  the  size  of  a  small  cheese-plate,  on 
her  broad  breast ;  jet  eardrops  in  her  ears,  and  jet  brace- 
lets on  her  plump  wrists. 

It  was  Mrs.  Wood,  with  her  brother's  florid  com- 
plexion, and  the  black  eyes  and  hair  of  the  Hazlewoods. 
Her  black  eyebrows  raised  very  high,  her  black  eyes  ex« 
ceedingly  wide  open,  her  mouth  in  the  same  state,  her 
hands  uplifted,  and  her  whole  face  full  of  utmost  cons- 
ternation, she  swept  in  between  them  like  a  whirlwind. 

What  is  it,  Hugh  ?  What  on  earth  i®  this  ?  Whert 
in  the  world  did  these  two  children  com®  from  F' 
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''That's  just  what  I  want  some  one  to  tell  myselfi 
Fm  as  much  in  the  dark  as  jou  are  I " 

''Susan  said  there  was  a  letter  I  Where  is  it  ?  What 
does  it  say  ? 

"My  dear  Emily^  don't  get  in  such  a  gale  I  The 
letter  is  here  :  but  before  you  read  it^  look  round  yon 
and  see  if  you  can  recognize  an  old  friend  I" 

Mrs.  Wood  for  the  first  time  turned  her  eyes  on 
Doctor  Lance^  who  made  her  a  graye^  stiffs  old-fashioned 
bow. 

"0  my  goodness!  Doctor  Lance!  Why  how  do 
y<m  do  ? "  shaking  hands  with  the  umost  effusion. 
"What  a  stranger  you  are  1   When  did  you  come  P' 

"  Half  an  hour  ago.  I  trust  I  see  Mrs.  Wood  well 

"  Very  well,  thank  you  !  And  where  on  earth,"  cried 
Mrs.  Wood,  forgetting  all  about  the  children  imme* 
diately — "  have  you  been  all  these  years,  I  declare." 

Whithout  waiting  for  an  answer ; 

"  You  are  not  the  least  changed  I  I  should  haye 
known  you  anywhere." 

"  And  I  would  not  haye  knowA  you  at  all  P  said 
Doctor  Lance,  in  a  tone  that  conyeyed  no  compliment. 
"  Ten  years  haye  changed  you  sufhciently  I " 

"Do  you  hear  that,  Emily  ?  he  means  to  say  you  am 
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growing  old  and  fat,"  laughed  Mx.  Hazelwood.  "  Hot 
much  trace  left  of  the  sylph-like  Emily  Hazelwood— eh. 
Lance 

Doctor  Lance  gaye  a  snort  that  might  haye  impli'^d 
anything,  except  perhaps  dissent ;  and  Mrs.  Wood,  who 
inherited  her  brother's  good  nature,  shrugged  her  broad 
ihoulders  and  heaved  a  little  sigh  of  resignation. 

"  Years  improve  none  of  us,  I  am  afraid ;  and  it^s 
better  to  grow  stout  and  substantial  than  shrink  into 
the  *  lean  and  slippered  pantaloon '  Shakespere  or  some- 
body else  talks  about.  You  have  come  to  make  a  long 
yisit  of  course.  Doctor  Lance  P 

"  Business  requires  my  presence  in  New  York  for  a 
few  weeks.  I  shall  stop  no  longer  than  is  absolutely 
necessary,  madam 

That  is  too  bad  of  you.  At  all  events,  you  will  be 
®iir  guest  for  those  few  weeks 

"  Of  course  he  will  1"  exclaimed  Mr.  Haselwood. 
He  will  not  oflend  us  by  stopping  anywhere  else." 

"  If  such  a  trifle  offends  you,  you  must  be  offended 
then  I  I  remain  at  the  Astor  House  while  here  1  It's  of 
no  use,  Mr.  Hazelwood,"  raising  a  warning  finger  as 
that  gentleman  was  about  to  break  out  in  expostulation. 
"  You  ought  to  know  me  well  enough  to  be  awar«  coaz« 
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ing  will  be  i  waste  of  breath.  Show  Mrs.  Wood  thi 
letter  and  see  what  her  woman's  wit  makes  of  it  r 

Mrs.  Wood  took  the  letter,  and  ran  her  ^ye  orer  it, 
ietting  up  another  scream  of  consternation  at  ite 
elose. 

*^Tonr  grandchildren  I  Did  yon  hear  that,  Hugh  ? 
Oood  gracious  me  !   Can  it  be  true  ?" 

Emily !  how  can  you  ask  such  a  question  Mr, 
Hazelwood  sternly  cried.  ''Of  course,  it  can't  be 
true  r- 

''  But,  dear  me,  brother,  it's  so  odd  1  and  young 
men  are  such  a  set  I  It's  really  the  most  extraordinary 
thing  I  ever  heard  of  I" 

"Not  so  yery  extraordinary  in  this  city.  Such 
thmgs  happen  eyery  day,"  said  Dr.  Lance. 

"Come  here,  my  dear,"  insinuated  Mrs.  Wood, 
^holding  out  her  motherly  arms.  "Oome  here  and 
teU  me  your  name  1   Can  they  speak 

"They  can  speak  enough  for  that!  This  blue 
me  calls  herself  Eosie.  The  pink  one  does  nothing 
but  yell.  I  took  her  up  a  moment  ago,  and  she 
scre'jmed  blue  murder  1  ITl  answer  for  the  irisrength 
©f  har  lungs,  at  any  rate." 

'*If  there  were  only  one,  now,"  ^id  Mm 
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thoiightfuily,  "but  two  I  Such  pretty  littl©  pets,  too, 
and  so  beautifully  dressed  I  I  wonder  who  their 
mother  is 

"  You  had  better  ask  you  nephew/''  suggested  that 
spiteful  Dr.  Lance.  The  whole  aSair  is  abgurd  and 
mysterious  en^.ugh  for  a  three-Tolume  novel  Oh^ 
here  comes  some  one  who  may  throw  some  light  on 
the  subject,  perhaps.'* 

They  all  looked  around.  Una  was  coming  down- 
stairs with  a  young  gentleman  in  stylish  evening- 
costume — a  tall  and  handsome  young  gentleman,  with 
dark  bright  eyes,  black  curling  hair,  and  his  father\«? 
pleasant  face.  It  was  Mr.  Oonway  Hazelwood — grace- 
less Conway^ — whom  Dr.  Lance  remembered  as  head 
mischief-maker  at  school,  always  getting  into  unheard-r 
of  scrapes,  and  always  getting  out  again  scot  free 
by  some  mysterious  sleight  of  hand  of  his  own ;  half 
his  time  rusticated  for  his  mad  pranks  :  handsome 
Conway,  whom  everybody  liked  for  his  laughing  black 
eyes  and  sunny  smile:  dashing  Conway,  with  whom 
young  ladies  fell  in  love  at  first  sight :  daring  Conway, 
who  ran  with  the  firemen,  and  had  risked  hi^i  neck 
ft  dozen  times,  climbing  up  burning  ladders  to»  save 
the  lives  of  unfortunate  forgotten  wretchea  •  gay,  ewy^ 


mirth-IoTing,  hot-headed  Oonwaj  Hazelwood;  out 
of  the  curled  darlings  of  nature,**  the  pride  of 
his  father's  heart,  who  came  running  down-stairs  now 
rith  eager  face  and  outstretched  hand  : 

"  Dr.  Lance,  by  all  that's  glorious  I  Merry  Christ- 
mas, Doctor  I  It's  ages  ago  since  Fye  seen  you,  and 
how  has  the  world  been  using  you  all  this  time 

''I  haye  nothing  to  complain  of  since  I  got  rid 
of  Mr.  Conway  Hazelwood,"  replied  the  little  Doctor, 
jerking  away  his  hand  from  Conway's  enthusiastia 
grasp;  "what  pranks  haye  you  been  up  to  lately, 
young  man  ?  Look  there  I" 

Conway  looked,  and  gaye  a  shrill  whistle  of  but^ 
prise. 

"  Two  babies  I  You  neyer  mean  to  say.  Doctor 
Lance,  you  haye  taken  to  matrimony  in  your  old  age. 
By  Joye  1  they're  your  yery  image  !" 

**Well  done,  Conway  1"  cried  his  father,  laughing, 
while  the  little  Doctor  turned  his  fiery  eyes  wrathfuUy 
on  the  speaker. 

No  sir  I  don't  try  to  shift  the  burden  of  your  own 
eyil-doing  on  other  shoulders  I  They  are  not  like  me, 
bat  they  are  like  Conway  Hazelwood  !" 

Thank  jou  for  the  compliment,  sir.   Tho  Uttlo 
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emes  are  uncommonly  pretty.  I  say,  father,  what  tald 
of  wonder  is  this  Una  tells  me  abont  f — these  tw©  little 
items  being  found  in  the  hall. 

know  nothing  more  aboat  it  than  Una  does. 
Where  are  the  rest  ? 

Coming,  sir/'  answered  Una.  ^ 

And  as  she  spoke,  the  younger  sons  of  Mr.  Hiusel^ 
wood  made  their  appearance,  coming  down  stairs. 

Except  that  both  were  well-dressed  and  of  gentle- 
manly bearing,  there  was  not  the  slightest  trace  of  re- 
semblance between  the  brothers.  Arthur  was  tall  like 
Conway,  but  much  slighter ;  with  fair,  delicate  features 
like  a  girl ;  large  light-blue  eyes,  something  like  Una's ; 
light-brown  hair,  worn  long  on  his  mck  ;  an  irresolute 
undecided  mouth,  and  altogether  an  effeminate  appear- 
ance. Languid  and  listless,  slow  and  lazy,  a  carpet- 
knight  in  eyery  sense  of  the  phrase ;  yery  little  of  the 
stout  Hazelwood  blood  had  descended  to  him.  He 
looked  like  the  fairhaired  woman  whose  portrait  hung 
in  the  dining-room ;  he  inherited  his  nature  from  her 
as  well  as  his  looks  and  had  been  her  pet  and  favorite 
all  her  life* 

Young  ladies  who  yisited  his  luxurious  studit*^  where 
h®  lounged  in  yelyet  slippers  and  cap,  aiid  iDriental 
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dressing-gown ;  smoking  cigars  and  painting  chs,rming 
little  landscapes  in  the  Claude  Lorraine  style,  witis 
romantic  milkmaids  in  short  red  petticoats  and  paik 
their  heads,  pronounced  him  the  incarnation  of  ths 
adjectiye  sweet,"  and  went  into  raptures  over  his 
melancholy  blue  eyes  and  delicate,  insipid  characterless 
features.  He  was  looking  yery  well  just  now,  gotten 
up  regardless  of  expense,  and  his  blue  eyes  were  opened 
T©ry  wide  in  wonder  at  sight  of  the  assemblage  in  the 
hall. 

As  much  unlike  his  two  elder  brothers  as  it  was 
possible  to  be  was  Doctor  Lance's  favorite,  Eugene.  No 
young  ladies  ever  went  in  ecstacies  oyer  him,  or  pro- 
nounced him  sweet.  ''Bear,"  "Monster,"  ''Orson" 
were  their  pet  names  for  him,  and  no  one  knew  it  better 
than  the  young  gentleman  himself.  Low  of  stature  and 
rather  inclined  to  be  stout,  with  a  peculiarly  short  neck 
that  gaye  him  the  appearance  of  being  deformed,  he 
resembled  neither  the  tall  handsome  BEazelwood  nor  the 
effeminate  Saxon  type  of  his  mother's  race.  But  the 
dark  face  was  full  of  character ;  the  thin,  firm,  com- 
pressed mouth  ;  the  large,  well  shaped  nose ;  the  rest- 
less,  fiery  eye ;  the  bread,  pale  brow  projecting  above—* 
intellect  was  proudly  written  on  aU.    The  complezioii 
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was  dark  to  swarthiness ;  the  thick  black  brows  meet* 
ing  oyer  the  nose  lent  additional  piercingness  to  the 
d^ply  sunken  eyes :  and  the  muscles  around  the  thia 
bitter  lips  seldom  relaxed  into  a  smilo.  People  said 
Conway  had  absorbed  all  the  beauty  and  Eugene  all  the 
brains  of  the  family;  and  Conway  was  petted  and 
caressed,  and  flattered  and  spoiled  wherever  he  went, 
while  Eugene  was  praised,  and  admired,  and  shunned 
as  a  proof  which  of  the  two  gifts  the  world  yala^ 
most. 

And  Eugene,  knowing  this,  had  grown  up  a  sort  of 
Ishmael,  with  a  morbidly-exaggerated  sense  of  his  own 
personal  defects,  his  hand  against  every  man^s,  and, 
most  of  all  against  his  tall  and  stately  brothers,  whom 
he  envied  with  an  intensity  that  was  very  like  hatred. 
Proud,  fiery,  sulten,  passionate,  cruel,  and  vindictive, 
he  had  one  real  admirer^ — and,  perhaps,  only  one- 
Doctor  I^nce,  with  whom  genius  was  the  greatest  gift 
irf  God,  and  who  despised  the  never-do-well  Conway 
and  the  languid  Arthur  with  an  honest  heartiness  that 
would  have  delighted  that  sterm  lover  of  good-nature. 
Doctor  Johnson. 

Una,  on  ner  way,  had  made  them  both  awar®  of 
ih%  arrival  of  their  former  tutor ;  and  given  fchem  a 
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hasty  sketch  of  the  singular  apparition  of  the  iwim^  m 
that  neither  took  them  unawares,  Eugene,  who  appre* 
ciated  Doctor  Lance  quite  as  much  as  that  gentlemaB 
did  him,  held  out  his  hand  with  unwonted  cordiality. 

Welcome  to  New  York,  Doctor  1  I  am  very  glad 
to  see  you  1    What's  all  this  hubbub  about 

These  babies  don't  belong  to  you,  Doctor,''  lisped 
Arthur,  staring  languidly,  while  he  shook  hands. 
"  Thejr're  very  pretty  indeed.  Look  like  two  of  Cor* 
reggio's  smiling  angels.'* 

"  Angels  some  one  of  you  three  are  accused  of  owi&* 
ing,''  said  his  father,  Bead  that  letter  aloud,  Emily, 
and  let  me  hear  what  they  have  to  say  for  themselves." 

Mrs.  Wood,  nothing  loath,  ready  the  pithy  epistle 
from  beginning  to  end  ;  and  its  effect  on  the  three 
brothers  was  characteristic.  Conway  sot  up  an  iaae- 
corous  laugh.  Arthur's  face  was  the  very  picture  of 
helpless  bewilderment,  and  Eugene's  dark  browa 
knitted  into  a  swarthy  frown. 

"Now,  then,"  their  father  demanded,  watching 
them  searchingly,  which  of  you  does  the  letter 
mean." 

"I  should  say  it  meant  we  held  a  Joint-partnership 
m  the  affair,  the  three  of  us,"  answered  laughing 
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Conway.  Upon  my  word,  that's  the  ooolesrt  piee®  oi 
composition  I  have  heard  this  many  a  day." 

**By  Jove  I"  said  Arthur,  still  staring  in  helpless* 
oess,  "  it's  the  most  astounding  thing,  isn't  it  ?  Like  a 
thing  in  a  play  or  a  story — eh  ?" 

I  don't  see  that  there  is  anything  so  astounding 
about  it,"  said  Eugene,  his  black  brows  still  knitted 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  than  you 
dream  of  in  your  simple  philosophy,  my  good  father." 

"  By  George  I  Eugene's  going  to  own  up  1"  cried 
Conway,  while  every  eye  fixed  itself  on  the  youngest 
son  of  Mr.  Hazelwood,  still  waters  run  deep,  they  say, 
and  after  this  I  shall  believe  it !  Let  me  be  the  first  to 
embrace  my  niece." 

He  lifted  the  nearest  one,  the  pink  twin,  in  his  arms 
as  he  spoke,  and  pressed  his  mustached  mouth  to  its 
cherry  lips,  and  the  little  one,  who  had  screamed  at  a 
iike  act  from  the  father,  nestled  sociably  in  the  arms  of 
the  son. 

"Young  or  old,  the  girls  like  Conway,"  laughed 
kis  father,  "the  little  vixens  wouldn't  look  at  me  I" 

"  Nature  speaks  loudly  in  the  infant  mind,"  sneered 
Eugene,  with  a  look  and  tone  of  indescribable  meanings 

if s  a  wise  child  knows  its  own  father," 
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Oonwa/i  face  flushed  indignant  red,  mi^  putting 
down  the  little  one  as  hastily  as  he  had  taken  ber  up^ 
he  took  a  step  forward  and  confronted  his  brother,  with 
a  dangerous  light  kindling  in  his  dark  eye. 

Speak  a  little  plainer,  Eugene ;  innuendos  are 
cowardly  things.   Do  you  mean  to  say — " 

I  mean  to  say,''  interrupted  Eugene,  returning  the 
fi@ry  glance  with  cool  contempt,  "that  I  believe  the  letter. 
Mr.  Conway  Hazelwood  may  translate  this  as  beet  suits 
him.'' 

"  Don't  come  to  fisticuffs  here,  you  two,"  drawled 
Arthur ;  you'll  spoil  your  clothes  and  disheyel  your  hair 
and  make  frights  of  yourselves  before  Miss  Thornton 
By  the  way,  Una,  don't  tell  her  what  Eugene  says, 
Conway's  cake  will  be  dough." 

"Which  my  dear  brother  Arthur  would  veiy  much 
regret,"  said  Conway,  shrugging  his  shoulders  and  tura« 
ing  away  with  a  short  laugh ;  "you  always  were  a  pru» 
dent  fellow,  Arthur,  and  I'll  take  your  aivice,  Eu- 
gene and  I  won't  spoil  our  clothes  about  trifles  I  After 
eight,  Una,"  pulling  out  his  watch,  "  are  you  almost 
ready  ?" 

"  I  am  quite  ready,"  Una  answered,  but  she  lingered 
stilly  looking  at  her  uncle.   That  gentleman  was  stand 
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ing  looking  in  perplexity  from  one  to  tte  other  of  \m 
mfx%y  and  half  indignantly  at  the  keen  smile  on  Doctof 
Lance's  cynical  lips. 

And  have  yon  nothing  to  say  to  this  charge  before 
you  go?"  he  inquired,  *'none  of  you  have/ denied 
it  yet." 

That's  very  easily  done,"  said  the  smiling  Conway ; 
of  course,  we  all  deny  it.  Does  the  chirography  throw 
aaiy  light  on  the  subject,  Eugene  ?" 

Eugene  had  taken  the  letter  from  his  aunt's  hand  and 
was  examining  it  closely.  He  folded  it  quietly  now, 
and  put  it  in  his  pocket. 

"I  think  it  does — I  think  I  have  seen  writing 
like  this  before.  It  is  well  disguised,  but  with  the 
permission  of  the  company  I  will  keep  this  document 
for  a  few  days,  at  the  end  of  which  time  I  think 
I  shall  have  found  out  all  I  want  to  know," 

God  speed  you  in  your  search  1  Now  be  oil 
isid  don  your  wrappings— I  want  to  be  early  to-night." 

Are  you  going  to  propose  to  Miss  Thornton 
siked  Arthur. 

"STo,"  said  Conway,  smiling;  "I  shall  wait  until 
she  has  refused  you  first." 

**For  shame,  Conway!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wood^ 
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^'  what  will  Dr.  Lance  think  of  you  all^  bickering  is 
this  manner 

"  Oh  don't  mind  me,  I  beg/'  exclaimed  that  Httk 
gentleman,  in  his  blandest  tones,  "I  beg  the  young 
gentlemen  will  go  on  as  usual,  and  never  mind  me/' 

*^And  what  am  I  to  do  with  these  little  waifs, 
then  ?'  inquired  Mr.  Hazelwood  ;  "  I  hate  to  be  im- 
posed on,  or  to  seem  to  obey  the  impudent  person 
who  left  them  here;  but  one  hates  to  send  such 
pretty  little  things  to  the  almshouse." 

So  they  do ;  but  if  they  were  pug-nosed,  and  red- 
haired,  and  dressed  in  tatters,  you  could  send  them 
without  the  least  compunction,  now,  I  dare  swear," 
gaid  Doctor  Lance,  with  his  customary  cynicism. 

"  Oh,  don't  think  of  the  almshouse,"  said  Eugene. 
''It  neyer  would  do  for  the  future  heiresses  of  the 
Hazelwoods  to  go  there.  Let  them  stay,  by  all  means. 
They  will  miake  yery  nice  parlor-ornaments  at  a  small 
price." 

His  hat  and  oTercoat  were  on  his  arm.    He  be* 

gan  putting  the  former  on,  and  Arthur  to  follow  hii 
example. 

Una  came  running  down-stairs,  in  shawl  and  rigol- 
Mta$  ounying  Gonway^s  ;  and  Jenkins,  the  co%chmai|| 
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made  his  appearance  to  let  them  known  the  eamago 
was  waiting. 

^*  All  right,  Jenkins  ;  so  are  we/'  answered  Con- 
way. Come  along,  Una.  Yes,  father ;  keep  the 
little  ones.  There  is  no  telling,  as  Eugene  says,  but 
they  may  turn  out  to  be  your  grandchildren,  after  alL** 

His  laugh  was  puzzling,  but  there  was  no  guilt  in 
his  face. 

Arthur,  buttoning  up  his  greatcoat,  turned  to  fol» 
low  Conway. 

"  Are  you  not  coming  with  us,  Eugene  he  in- 
quired, seeing  Eugene  standing  watehing  the  twins^  as 
if  fascinated. 

"No ;  I  prefer  to  walk.  I  don't  doubt  but  that 
Conway  will  enjoy  the  drive  quite  as  well  without  me.** 

Conway,  standing  m  the  doorway,  turned  round 
with  a  smile  on  his  face,  and  the  eyes  of  the  brothers 
met. 

Doctor  Lance  read  the  glance— defiance  m  the  dark 
®yes,  hatred  and  triumph  in  the  light  ones ! 

Then  Conway,  still  with  that  doubtful  smile  on  his 
handsome  face,  was  gone,  and  Eugene  was  standinf 
like  a  statue  gazing  at  the  children. 

LoTing  brothers !"  Doctor  Lanoe  was  sneermfi* 


TEE  APPLE    OF  BI800BB. 


inwardly.  What  a  beautifal  thing  is  family-afleetion ! 
Mr,  Conway  had  better  take  care.  I  would  rather 
have  a  slauth-honnd  on  my  track  than  Euguene  Hazel- 


ladies  and  gentlemen.  Not  too  large  a  crowd.  Miss 
Helen  Thornton  had  too  much  good  taste  for  that. 
There  were  not  oyer  thirty  persons  present,  and  all 
bosom-friends  of  Miss  Thornton's.  Judging  from 
appearances,  it  was  the  most  sociable  of  sociables — a 
sort  of  Liberty  Hall,  where  erery  one  did  as  they 
pleased,  and  made  themselyes  altogether  at  home.  One 
group  at  the  upper  end  had  formed  a  set,  and  were  bow- 
ing and  dipping  through  the  Lancers ;  the  card-tables 
in  the  cozy  recesses  were  occupied  by  a  rery  noisy  lot  of 
siderly  ladies  and  gentlemen  ;  further  down,  a  damsel 
m  iky-blue,  with  very  powerful  lungs,  was  seated  at  a 
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LONG  drawing-room,  handsomely  f urninhedj 
ablaze  with  lights,  resounding  with  musicj 
and  occupied  by  a  crowd  of  well-dressed 
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grand  piano,  hallooing  some  shrill  operatic  gem^  with 
piercing  accuracy,  to  whoeyer  chose  to  listen ;  mm% 
stood  in  1]  ttle  knots  here  and  there,  flirting  and  laugh 
ing;  some  lounged  on  the  sofas,  playing  Will»flow®f| 
and  a  few  wer©  wandering  in  and  out  of  a  conierrateij 
opening  out  of  the  drawing-room.  Oyer  all,  a  derm» 
band,  perched  up  in  a  gilded  gallery,  among  the  glar- 
ing gaslights,  were  thundering  forth  dance-music  ;  and 
s  vast  Christmas  tree  near  the  centre  of  the  apartment, 
perfectly  dazzling  to  look  at,  with  Santa  Olaus,  gray, 
withered,  and  frosty,  guarding  it,  told  what  the  festi- 
val was  they  were  celebrating. 

Standing  beside  the  Christmas  tree,  a  fairer  guai'dian 
than  old  Santa  Claus,  flrting  with  half-a-dozen  young 
men,  was  a  bright-eyed,  rose-cheeked,  piquaii  little 
lady,  arrayed  in  flowing  amplitude  of  thick  satiB,  under 
white  tulle,  blushroses  in  her  brown  braids  and  corsage, 
and  a  fan  sparkling  with  its  jeweled  setting  in  her 
coquettish  hand.  It  tos  Miss  Helen  Thornton^  beauty, 
belle,  and  heiress,  and  a  coquette  born.  You  could  m% 
it  in  the  diplomatic  way  she  gave  a  smile  to  thin  on^i  n 
brilliant  glance  to  that,  a  speaking  droop  of  the  eyea  im 
the  other,  and  a  merry  word  to  all ;  but  any  one  intar- 
fitod  in  watching  her  could  have  seen  she  was  wait* 
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ing  impatiently  for  some  one  yet  to  appear.  Her  eyei 
wandered  every  moment  to  tlie  door ;  and  by-and-by 
ber  little  foot  began  beating  the  deviPs  tattoo  on  the 
aarpet;  and  the  flush  that  impatient  waiting  brings, 
began  to  grow  hot  on  her  cheeks.  It  grew  so  palpable 
at  last  that  one  of  the  admirers  about  her  spoke : 

"Are  you  watching  for  the  Marble  Guest,  Miss 
Thornton,  that  you  look  so  often  at  that  door  ?  Who 
can  the  favored  one  be,  for  whose  coming  that  im« 
patient  watch  is  kept 

Miss  Thornton  did  not  reply,  but  her  face  sud- 
denly brightened,  and  a  quick  smile  and  flush  rose  to 
her  pretty  face.  The  waiting  look  disappeared — the 
watched-for  one  had  evidently  come. 

The  acute  gentleman  who  had  spoken  looked  round 
to  see  a  slender  little  girl,  dressed  in  white  as  became 
her  years,  with  a  face  more  remarkable  for  its  utter 
aisence  of  color  than  its  beauty,  and  a  gentlemanly  but 
languid-looking  young  man,  sufficiently  well-looking, 
with  blonde  hair  and  complexion,  like  the  girl. 

Was  it  for  these  two  Miss  Thornton  was  waiting, 
then  ?  Hardly,  fox  her  eyes  wandered  with  a  look  ol 
expectation  once  more  to  the  door,  even  while  she  took 
1^  eager  step  forward  to  meet  the  young  girl. 
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**  Yoa  darling  Una  T  was  her  crj,  kisaing  her  with 
young  lady-like  yim.  Why  did  you  not  come  earlier  P 
I  am  tired  to  death  waiting  for  you^  and  began  to  giye 
you  up.  How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Hazelwood?  Merry  Christ* 
mas  to  you  V 

"  You  might  treat  us  all  alike/'  said  Arthur/^  she 
shook  hands  with  him.  I  hope  you  haye  been  wait- 
ing for  me,  too 

"  Miss  Thornton  has  been  waiting  for  some  on© — 
I'll  answer  for  that !"  said  the  young  man  who  spoke 
before.  Come  along  Hazelwood — ^let's  haye  a  look  at 
the  dancers." 

*^Are  you  two  alone  asked  Miss  Thornton, 
looking  at  the  door  again.  "Where's  Eugene  and— 
Conway  ?" 

Conway's  down  in  the  eloakroom,  talking  to  your 
father,  and  Eugene  will  be  here  directly.  He  did  not 
leaye  the  house  with  us.  What  a  pretty  Christmas  tree 
that  is  I" 

Miss  Thornton's  most  radiant  smile  was  on  her  face 
now — what  in  this  last  speech  had  eyoked  it,  she  best 
knew.  Her  Jeweled  fingers  began  playing  with  the 
glittering  trifles  dangling  and  s'^intillatin^  from  iu 
branches. 
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"  Y®fi,  kn*t  it  ?  I  hsd,  the  graatast  time  cho^ffiiif 
gifts  and  arr&nf ing  tkem  ©Tar  wm.    What  kept  yon 

Oh,  thci  most  wonderful  thing  cTer  was  heaid  of  I 
Do  jou  know  some  one  left  two  children  in  our  hall  to* 

night  r* 

^*  Two  what  P  inquired  Miss  Thornton,  opening  her 
ejes,    *^Two  children  1" 

**YeB,  two  children,  twins,  and  the  preSiest  oyer 
ware  seen  I  We  don't  know  how  they  ever  came  there, 
or  a  thing  about  it  Susan,  the  chambermaid,  found 
them  as  she  was  going  ap  stairs/^ 

"  Well,  I  declare  !  Some  poor  person  who  was  not 
able  to  take  care  of  them,  and  knew  how  good  your 
uncle  is,  did  it,  I  dare  say/' 

**0h  no — they  can't  belong  to  a  poor  person  ;  they 
were  beautifully  dressed,  in  silks  and  furs,  and  their 
underclothes  embroidered  lovely  I  Besides,  there  cam© 
a  note  with  them— that  is  the  oddest  part  of  the  affair  ; 
snd  what  do  you  think  was  in  it  ?" 

"How  should  I  know  ?  Perhaps  t  told  who  thej 
were 

Yes,  and  that  ie  where  the  wonder  corner  in  !  It 
toM  unci®  they  were  his  grandchildren  f 
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What  r  exclaimed  Miss  Tliornton,  viyidlj  rnter^ 
msied.    '^Tou  never  mean  to  say — 

Yes,  I  do,  too  ;  and  uncle  called  down  the  huju^ 
md  we  all  had  a  council  ot  war  over  it  before  we  cam® 
out    That's  what  detained  us  I"  said  Una,  laughing, 

''0  my  goodness,  and  what  did  they— wliat  did 
Conway  say 

"  Well,  you  know  Conway.  He  laughed  as  he  do^ 
at  everything,  and  began  nursing  them,  treating  the 
whole  thing  as  a  joke ;  and  Arthur,  he  stared  and  said 
*  By  Jove,'  and  Eugene  turned  as  black  as  a  thunder- 
cloud, and  got  into  one  of  his  tantrums,  I  do  believe 
he  suspects  Conway/' 

"  Oh,  Una  I"  cried  Miss  Thornton,  turning  crim- 
son,    it  can't  be  true  ? 

Of  course  not  I  but  it  is  just  like  Eugene  to  sus- 
pect Conway  for  everything.  He  is  as  jealous  as  a 
Turk  r 

''What  is  he  jealous  about  i^ked  Miss  Thornton, 
putting  on  an  innocent  look. 

•'You  askP  said  Una,  significantly*  "I  should 
think  you  knew  better  than  I  do,  a  poor  simple  litUa 
ichoolgirl  I" 

They  both  laughed.    Certainly  she  did  not  look 


m 


TEE  AFFLM    OF  BISOOED. 


Terj  simple  just  then.  Miss  Una  Eorest  wm  wim 
©nongh  in  her  generation. 

^^But  about  the  children/'  tmd  Miss  Thomtonij 
coming  back  to  that  interesting  subject.  "  Was  that  all 

the  letter  said 

It  told  their  names — Eyangeline  and  Bosamond---^ 
pretty,  are  they  not  ?  Also  that  their  mother's  name 
was  Starr,  and  that  they  were  sent  as  a  Christmas  pres- 
ent by  yours  respectfully,  Santa  Glaus.    That  was  all  f 

*^Well,  it's  the  strangest  thing  I  ever  heard  ol 
Of  course,  the  assertion  in  the  letter  is  false  ?  Your 
cousins  denied  it  at  once^  did  they  not  ?" 

^^It  was  too  absurd  to  deny.  It  was  just  a  ruse 
of  the  person  who  left  them  to  make  uncle  keep 
them.  I  heard  Conway  laughing  over  it  with  your 
father,  down-gtairs." 

It  takes  them  a  good  while  to  talk  it  oyer,  it  seems 
to  me/*  said  Miss  Thornton,  rather  pettishly;  ^^hem 
comes  Arthur  back  again—what  does  he  want  ?" 

Arthur  wanted  a  partner — there  was  going  to  bt 
a  waltzj  would  Miss  Thornton  fayor  him  with  am 
hand  ?  Yes,  Miss  Thornton  wm  always  ready  for 
a  walti ;  but  as  she  was  taking  the  proSered  arm 
ilie  iiTidd@nlj  halted.    Mr.  Thornton,  an  old  man  of  th® 
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fame  stamp  as  Mr.  Hazelwood—^^fiosty  but  kmdly**-- 
was  just  entering  with  Conway  Hazelwood. 

^*Wait  one  minute,  Mr.  Arthur/^  was  Miss  Helen's 
crj,  "I  want  to  speak  to  papa.*' 

Had  Mr.  Conway  Hazelwood  not  been  with  papa,  it 
18  doubtful  whether  the  young  lady  would  haVa  found 
it  so  necessary  to  stop  on  the  yerge  of  the  waltz.  The 
question  she  had  to  ask  was  not  very  important ;  but  sh@ 
got  for  her  pains  a  little  thrilling  handclMp  from  hm 
companion,  and  a  glance  from  the  dark  bright  eye^^  that 
brought  all  her  roses  into  play. 

What  are  you  all  about  here  inquired  Mr 
Thornton.      Why  are  you  not  dancing,  Mr.  Arthur  T' 

"I  am  going  to,  sir,  as  soon  as  Miss  Helen  is  ready.'* 
am  quite  ready  now.    Oh,  here  is  the  other 
truant  at  last  I'' 

Eugene  was  just  entering.  Conway  glanced  at  him, 
and  then  at  Miss  Thornton  moving  away  with  Arthur. 

Engaged  for  the  next  qusidrille  ?  Xo?  Glad  to 
hear  it !  may  I  have  the  honor 

Miss  Thornton,  who  would  have  been  only  too 
happy  to  have  danced  through  life  with  the  speaker, 
signified  her  assent,  and  was  whirled  away  by  Arthur, 
Half  the  people  in  the  room  were  spinning  round  lik® 
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fce@totnm8 ;  and  thej  floated  in  and  out  among  tkern^ 
until  tired,  and  giddj,  and  flushed,  they  subsided  on  a 
sofa.  It  was  in  a  shady  comer,  and  Arthur,  with  the 
inspiriting  music  of  the  German  band  in  his  ears,  and  a 
j^retty  young  lady  beside  him,  grew  inspired, 

**  I  like  ft  nice  flrtation 

Bj  the  light  of  a  chaadelier, 
With  music  to  fill  up  the  pause% 

And  nobody  Tery  near,^ 

he  quoted.     N.  P.  Willis  should  be  in  my  place  now,** 
To  flirt  with  me  !   You  forget  it  takes  two  to 

make  a  bargain  I  How  do  you  get  on  with  my  portrait 
Better  than  I  ever  got  on  with  a  portrait  in  my 

life ;  but  such  a  sitter  would  make  a  Bubens  of  the 

Terieit  dauber  that  ever  smeared  canviwB.'* 

Thank  you,  sir !  I  was  perfectly  sure  you  would 

^y  that,"  said  Miss  Thornton,  settling  one  of  her  brace- 
with  infinite  composure.    "You  have  made  the 

isame  speech  to  every  young  lady  whose  face  you  have 

immortalized,  of  course." 

**K"o — I  always  mean  what  I  say  I" 

Miss  Thornton  laughed  outright,  a  most  musical  and 

most  incredulous  little  peal.   Arthur  looked  at  her 

thinking  how  pretty,  and  graceful,  and  rich  she  wai» 
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ftnd  what  a  charming  thing  it  would  be  to  carrj  her  off 
from  her  host  of  admirern,  with  his  two  brothers  at  their 
head. 

You  don't  belieye  me  P  he  said. 

"  Oh,  to  be  sure  I  believe  you  I  Who  could  doubt  a 
gentleman  who  always  means  what  he  says  ?^  / 

"  Miss  Thornton,  I  mean  more  than  that  I  Will  you 
believe  me  when  I  say  I  love  you  P' 

"Mr.  Hazelwoodr 

"It  is  true,  Helen — I  do  love  you  I  May  I  venture 
to  hope  I  am  not  absolutely  hateful  to  you 

He  had  gone  through  the  formula  with  remarkable 
oomposure  for  a  man  whose  heart's  best  aSections,  and 
so  on,  were  at  stake,  and  attempted  at  the  close  of  his 
last  speech  to  take  her  hand.  But  Miss  Thornton 
drew  back  and  rose  up  precipitately. 

"I  am  very  sorry,  Mr.  Arthur,  that  you  should  have 
said  this  I  I  shall  always  be  happy  to  be  your  friend, 
but —   Oh,  here  is  your  brother  !   Pray  excuse  me." 

It  was  not  the  brother  she  wanted ;  it  was  Eugent 
who  came  to  her  relief ;  but  she  took  his  arm  with  m 
alacrity  not  very  usual  with  her  sex,  when  Eugene 
Hazelwood  was  concerned. 

Eugene's  keen  eye  glanced  from  face  to  fac@i  tmm 
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the  fingked  and  excited  countenanoe  of  the  firl  to  ih% 
deeply-mortified  one  of  his  brother,  and  saw  at  once 
what  had  passed*  It  was  a  characteristic  and  striking 
trait  of  the  Hazelwood  brothers  that  one  of  them  neTer 
wanted  anything  but  the  others  were  sure  to  cast  a 
coTetous  eye  on  the  same.  A  look  of  determination 
settled  on  the  dark  face  of  the  younger  brother. 

''It  is  Tery  hot  here— come  into  the  conserri^ory  a 
moment.   You  look  flushed,  Miss  Thornton  !" 

I  hare  promised  to  dance  with  Conway,  but  I  sup- 
pose I  haye  a  few  minutes  to  spare,  and  it  is  rather 
oppressiye  here  I  Is  that  Una  singing  '  Love  not  No, 
it  is  Fanny  Grant — ^how  well  she  sings  it  1" 

'' '  LoTe  not !  loye  not !   0  warning  yainly  said 
Eugene  repeated  after  the  singer.    *'  Mrs.  Norton  never 
wrote  anything  truer  in  her  life.    It  is  an  old  fashion 
the  world  will  adhere  to  to  the  lasf 

Miss  Thornton  looked  at  him  an  instant  without 
speakings  and  glanced  away  again ;  but  those  piercing 
©yes  read  what  her  lips  had  not  courage  to  speak. 

Yes,  Miss  Thornton,  I  know  how  to  loye,  though 
my  dear  five  hundred  friends  will  hardly  give  me  credit 
for  it.  I  am  not  the  heartless  Orson  they  take  me  to 
bd^  for,  Helen  Thornton,  I  loye  you  T 
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Miss  Thornton  absolutely  screamed— it  was  m 
imejqpected  to  her,  so  almost  shocking,  from  suok 
a  qmarter. 

Is  that  the  way  young  ladies  listen  to  such  things^ 
Helen  he  asked,  bitterly,  reading  his  fate  at  onc^ 
in  her  undisguised  terror ;  or  is  it  only  when4n  ugly 
hunchback  proposes  that  they  shriek  ?  I  repeat  it, 
I  loTe  you,  I  wish  to  make  you  my  wife— I  will 
do  my  best  to  make  you  happy  I  Am  I  accepted  f 
Have  the  goodness  to  answer  me — yes  or  no.'' 

It  was  rather  a  sayage,  and  altogether  an  uncom** 
fortable  way  of  making  such  a  tender  proposal.  Helen, 
with  a  white  face  and  startled  eyes,  looked  around  her, 
m  if  for  some  means  of  escape,  but  Eugene  held 
h^  tight. 

Speak  I"  he  said,  breathing  hard,  for  he  was  of  a 
Most  excitable  temperament ;    speak  !  yes  or  no  P 

0,  Mr.  Hazelwood,  my — oh,  please  don't  be  angry, 
but—but—" 

"  You  refuse  me,  then  I   Is  that  what  you  mean 
"  0,  Mr.  Hazelwood,  let  me  go  I   0  Conway,  I  am 
glad  you  have  come 

The  cry  came  from  her  frighten^  heart  and  so  did 

the  eager  spring  she  made  toward  some  one  who  stepped 
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from  behind  some  t&U  plants.  It  was  Oonway  H&s®I« 
wood,  cool^  easy,  nonchalant  m  ninal ;  and  Helen,  reallj 
exceedingly  terrified  by  Eugene's  fiery  eye®,  clung  to  him 
m  a  woman  will  to  the  man  she  loyes.  That  little  act, 
inToluntary  as  it  was,  told  her  secret,  Conway  smiled 
a  little  as  he  drew  her  closer  to  him. 

'^I  beg  you  will  excuse  me,  Eugene,*'  he  said, 
looking  at  his  brother,  "  but  I  oyerhear  your  conversa» 
tion  with  Miss  Thornton.  I  could  not  help  it,  and  I 
beg  you  will  not  make  a  scene,  as  I  see  you  are  about  to 
do.  If  you  have  anything  to  say  to  me,  wait  until  w€ 
are  alone.  You  have  startled  Miss  Thornton  sufficiently 
already.  Come,  Helen,  I  have  been  searching  for  you  !" 

There  was  no  mistaking  Helen's  eager  willingness  to 
obey,  and  they  were  gone  almost  before  Eugene  knew  it. 
He  did  not  follow  them  directly  He  stood  by  the  win- 
dow Conway  had  so  lately  left,  looking  out  on  the 
bright  frosty  night  and  gaslit  street.  The  sounds  of 
music  and  dancing,  laughing  and  merry-making,  came 
to  his  listening  ears  from  the  drawing-room  ,  but 
how  them  revelers  would  have  started  had  they  seen 
the  black  scowl  on  his  brow,  the  terrible  fire  in  hii 
weird  eyes  I  For  nearly  half  an  hour  he  lingered 
lhere<»  brooding  over  his  own  ominous  thoughts^  amd 
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tiien  he  turned  and  walked  slowly  baok  to  the  ballroom* 
The  first  he  met  were  Conway  and  Helen ;  the  girl  cling- 
ing  fondly  to  his  arm,  her  pretty  face  face  all  aglow  withi 
love,  and  pride,  and  happiness  j  he  smiling,  gracefol^ 
handsomer  than  ever. 

It  was  quite  plain  he  had  been  following  thd  exam« 
pie  of  his  two  brothers,  and  had  met  with  a  very  differ* 
©nt  answer.  Helen  Thornton  had  got  all  she  wanted, 
and  was  for  the  time  being  perfectly  happy.  But  per- 
fect happiness  in  this  world  is  a  plant  of  very  fragile 
growth,  and  seldom  lives  over  half  an  hour  at  a  time. 

As  her  eyes  fell  on  the  face  of  Eugene,  darkened  by 
a  look  that  was  almost  devilish  in  its  hatred  and  envy, 
she  recoiled,  as  she  had  done  before,  with  a  suppressed 
shriek.  He  spoke  to  neither,  only  glanced  at  them  for 
a  second,  and  was  gone. 

Conway  broke  into  a  laugh. 
High  tragedy,  upon  my  honor  !   That  look  would 
make  Eugene's  fortune  on  the  stage  of  the  Bowery 
Theater.'' 

"  0  Conway  I  how  can  you  laugh  ?  I  am  frighteB^ 
to  death  of  him*  I  am  afraid  you  and  he  will  quar- 
rel!" 

*'We  do  that  every  day  of  our  liYm^  petite.  Dr 
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Wattis  gingg  of  brotherly  lore — wish  he  wer§  m  oif 
house  for  a  while  to  see  how  we  praotioe  it.** 

0  Conway,  don't  quarrel  with  him.  Meroy,  don't ! 
Promise  me  yon  will  not/' 

1  will  not  if  I  can  help  it ;  don't  make  me  prom- 
ise anything  more.  Come  and  sing  for  me^  dearest  | 
there  is  nothing  to  wear  that  frightened  face  about." 

Is  there  not  ?  Let  your  bride  sing  for  you  while  she 
may,  Conway  Hazelwood,  for  her  singing-days  «re 
nearly  oyer* 


OHAPTBE  V. 

THE  HiLZlLWOODS  AT  HOICI. 

T  was  after  dinner  in  Mr.  Hazelwood's.  In 


cheerily ;  and  in  his  cushioned  arm-chair,  in  genial 
after-dinner  mood,  the  head  of  the  Hazelwoods  sat.  To 
be  genial  was  Mr.  Hugh  Hazelwood's  mood  at  all  times  ; 
but  this  eTening,  in  slippers  and  smoking-cap^  one  leg 
©roised  oTer  the  other,  and  ihe  ruddy  brightness  of  th§ 


the  pretty  dining-roomy  "curtained,  and 
close,  and  warm,"  a  bright  fire  burned 
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ire  casting  its  warm  refle<$tions  on  his  tsm^  he  wm 
looking  eyen  more  genial  than  nsnal.  Perhaps  the  tmi 
of  his  whole  family  being  assembled  around  him  hid 
something  to  do  with  his  state  of  felicity ;  for  his  threa 
sons  were  present.  A  yery  uncommon  sight  indeed  it 
was  to  see  Messieurs  Conway^  Arthur,  and''  Eugene 
Hazelwood  dining  together  at  home ;  and  the  fact  of 
their  being  there  this  particular  eyening  was  probably 
owing  to  the  circumstance  of  their  father  haying  giyen 
a  dinner-party  from  which  they  could  not  yery  well  stay 
away.  The  dinner  was  oyer^  and  the  guests  all  gone 
now,  and  Mrs.  Wood  and  Una  had  Juit  made  theii 
appearance  to  inquire  how  the  dinner  had  gone  off. 

'^Capitally,  Emily, Mr.  Hazelwood  was  saying, 
"  nothing  could  haye  been  better.  The  dinner,  thanki 
to  you  and  the  cook,  was  perfection,  and  thawed  out 
eyen  our  crusty  friend  Lance.  By  the  way  Emily, 
with  a  mellow  little  laugh,  ^*he  used  to  be  an  ©Id  ad- 
mirer of  yours,  wasn^t  he  ?  He's  a  rich  man  now,  and 
you  a  fine  woman  yet ;  who  knows  what  may  come  of 
this  yisit,  eh 

Mrs.  Wood,  seated  in  state  in  another  armchair, 
opposite  her  brother,  her  ample  form  robed  in  blaok 
silk«  stiff,  stately  and  rustling,  filling  it  as  if  it  wara 
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made  for  her;  the  fire-light  and  gaslight  gUstemng 
on  her  watch-chain,  and  round;  rosy,  good-natnr^ 
face,  her  plump  white  hands,  cased  in  black-lace  mits, 
folded  ©ne  oyer  the  other  in  her  lap,  actually  blushed 
like  a  girl  of  eighteen*  Oonway,  leaning  against  the 
mantel,  his  handsome  face  flushed  with  the  heat  of  the 
fire,  and  his  father's  crusty  old  port,  looked  oyer  at  her 
with  a  laugh. 

^'I  thought  the  old  fellow  had  some  deeper  object 
in  coming  here  than  merely  to  renew  his  acquaint- 
anceship  with  the  goyemor.  So  he  used  to  be  one 
of  your  beaux,  auntie!  By  Joyel  the  idea  of  old 
Lance  in  loye  is  as  good  as  a  play  P 

"  Nonsense,  Oonway,  hold  your  tongue  I  Why 
shouldn't  Dr.  Lance  fall  in  loye,  if  he  ohoose%  as  well 
as  anybody  else  TV 

Oonway  thinks,"  said  Una,  who,  robed  in  pak 
Uue,  and  looking  yery  pretty,  seated  on  an  ottoman,  at 
her  uncle's  feet,  with  her  profuse  light  hair  all  combed 
baok  qH  her  face — Oonway  thinks  no  one  has  a  right 
to  fall  in  loye  but  himself,  and  it  has  become  a  ohroni® 
complaint  with  him." 

Oonway  looked  at  the  childish-looking  figure  of  the 
fili  with  an  odd  look.      What  do  you  know  about  loy©i 
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M ^demoiselle  ?  Little  girls  should  mind  their  horn- 
books instead  of  talking  of  the  grande  passim.  Per- 
kaps  you  have  bean  taking  priyata  lesAOUB^  though,  from 
— Eugene,  for  instance?^ 

Eugene,  who  sat  at  table  playing  solitaire,  and  say- 
ing nothing,  looked  up  at  his  handsome  brothers 

"  You  would  make  the  better  teacher  of  the  two,  my 
good  brother,"  he  said.  "It  is  your  trade,  you  know. 
As  nature  neyer  creates  anything  utterly  good  for 
nothing,  the  few  brains  she  gifted  you  with,  you  did 
well  to  deyote  to  some  purpose,  even  though  it  be  to  the 
imbecile  one  of  becoming  a  lady  killer.  It's  the  regular 
profession  of  half  the  kid-gloyed  idiots  of  Broadway, 
^nd  Conway  Hazi^lwood  makes  as  good  a  simpleton  as  the 
id^t  of  them/* 

*^  Now,  you  boyi,  stop  quarrelling,'*  interposed  Mrs. 
W€K>d  "  Can*t  you  be  agreeable  for  once  ?  We  don't 
anjoy  jour  united  society  so  often  that  you  need  fight 
when  w©  sre  so  blesa^  Arthur,  what  are  you  doing  ? 
Writing  loye-letters 

"  Drawing  Conway's  portorait,"  lisped  the  artist,  who 
had  been  sketching  busily  for  the  lait  few  minutes. 
^Eugene,  what  do  you  think  of  it 

^*  hjn  admirable  likeness/'  iaid  Eugene,  with  Ml 


m 
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bitter  mile^  and  ITim  jumped  up  and  peeped  OT@f  Mi 

sboiiHer. 

What  a  shame^  Arthui !  ion  ought  to  haTt  your 
©are  boxed !  What  do  jou  think,  Conway  ?  he  has 
drawn  yott  with  a  donkey's  head,  kneeling  before  a  mi 
of  simpering  idiots,  who  are  laughing  at  you  behind 
their  fans !  Gire  it  here,  Eugene,  until  I  tear  it 
up." 

The  smile  on  Conway's  face  nerer  altered. 

"Don't  trouble  yourself,  Una;  it's  only  the  old 
itory  of  the  fox  and  the  grapes  oyer  again.  I  can 
afiord  to  be  magnanimous,  after  the  way  they  both  came 
to  grief  the  other  night  at  Miss  Thornton's.  How  does 
it  feel  to  be  jilted,  Eugene  ?  Was  it  you  or  Arthur  she 
refused  first  ?  Ah  !  you  feel  hurt,  do  you  ?  The  old 
proTerb  which  says,  *  They  laugh  best  who  laugh  last  * 
is  a  wise  one  after  all." 

Eugene's  face  turned  as  dark  as  a  thundercloud,  but 
Arthur  only  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  went  on  drsw« 
ing  caricatures  of  his  elder  brother.  Conway  turned 
his  careless,  smiling  face  to  his  father,  who  sat  looking 
uneasy  and  distressed.  "  I  have  a  piece  of  news  for  you 
that  I  think  you  will  like,  father.  You  have  been 
Wttutiiif  mb  this  \mg  %sm  to  qjait  my  roving  Ii&  rai 
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Mttle  down  into  a  sengible  married  xoan.    I  am  about  t® 
^ke  your  adrioe.    I  am  going  to  be  married." 
My  dear  boy,  i^nd  to  whom  ?" 

Conway  ran  his  fingers  through  his  luxuriant,  curl- 
jag  hair,  and  looked  at  his  brothers  with  that^galling 
smile  of  triumph,  both  in  his  eyes  and  on  his  lips. 

There  is  only  one  girl  in  the  city  I  would  marry, 
father ;  and  I  think  you  will  approye  my  choice.  She 
loTes  me  and  I  Ioto  her.  The  young  lady's  name  ii 
Helen  Thornton." 

There  was  a  moment's  silence.  The  eyes  of  Conway 
and  Eugene  met  in  a  long  and  ominous  glance ;  the  one 
shining  with  that  smile  of  triumph  and  defiance,  the 
other  terrible  wilh  hatred  and  menace.  Arthur,  trying 
to  look  easy  and  indifferent,  went  on  with  his  drawing, 
but  his  hand  shook  and  his  face  flushed. 

Una's  blue  eyes  glanced  stealthily  from  one  to  the 
other,  and  she  alone  saw  the  deadly  menace  in  the  fiery 
eyas  of  Eugene.  Mrs.  Wood,  to  whom  it  was  all  news, 
opened  her  eyes  in  innocent  wonder,  and  Mr.  Hazelwood 
held  out  his  hand  to  his  eldest  son  in  undkguised 
delight. 

^'My  dear  Conway,  I  congratulate  you  with  all  my 

iifi»rt.    You  oouJd  not  haT8  chosen  a  bride  more  accepts 

4^ 
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tbie  to  me^  liad  yon  tried  until  doomsday.  Idttk 
Helen  is  the  best  and  prettiest  girl  in  New  York,  and 
old  Thornton  is  worth  a  mint  of  money.  My  dear  boy, 
this  is  indeed  pleasant  news.  When  is  the  affair  to 
tsome  off  ?^ 

'*Do  you  mean  my  marriage,  sir  ?  Very  shortly, 
now.  The  precise  day  has  not  been  fixed,  but  it  will  be 
within  a  month,  at  the  furthest 

Then  it  is  all  decided.   Hare  you  spoken  to  Mb. 

Thornton  r 

''I  had  an  interriew  with  him  this  morning,  sir. 
He  is  as  much  pleased  as  you  are.'' 

"No  doubt;  how  could  he  be  otherwise,  haying 
such  a  son-in-law,''  said  Eugene,  whose  face  had  turned 
fearfully  white,  though  his  voice  was  as  calm  as  eyer. 
"  Did  you  tell  him,  Conway,  of  our  Christmas  present  ? 
Who  knows  but  the  mamma  of  those  interesting  babes 
may  drop  in  to  wish  you  joy  on  your  wedding-day 

"With  all  my  heart  I  I  shall  be  yery  happy  to  see 
her,  as  any  one  should  be  to  see  his — siste&dn-law  I 
She  ought  to  be  pretty  too,  judgmg  by  her  offspring, 
and  I  am  neyer  so  happy  as  when  in  the  society  of 
pretty  women.  TeU  her  to  come,  !^g^n%  1^  all 
means  P  / 
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''Now,  you  boys  Mrs.  Wood  one©  more  nhrillj 
interrupted.  "  Can't  you  stop  fighting !  You  ought 
to  be  ashamed  of  yourselves,  you  two,  worrying  your 
father  to  death,  and  leading  us  all  such  a  cat-and-dog 
life  !  If  Miss  Thornton  knew  the  quarrelsome  mi 
you  are,  she  would  jump  into  the  fire,  or  cut  her 
right  hand  off,  before  she  ever  would  sign  her  name 
Mrs.  Hazelwood.'* 

Eugene  turned  his  dark,  bitter  face  to  his  aunt,, 
with  an  ominous  smile,  prophetic  of  future  eyil,  light- 
ing it  stilL 

"  Best  easy,  my  good  aunt  1  Miss  Thornton  may 
remain  ignorant  of  the  heayenly  life  of  brotherly  unity 
we  lead  here,  and  still  never  sign  her  name  Mrs. 
Conway  Hazelwood.  When  there  are  two  moons  in 
yonder  sky,  my  dear  elder  brother,  she  may  be  yomr 
bride^ — ^not  before 

Conway  laughed  carelessly. 

'^The  age  of  miracles  is  passed,  Eugene.  Th@ 
wedding-day  will  in  less  than  a  month  ;  and  there  is 
a  wise  old  proverb  which  tells  us  barking  dogs  seldom 
bite  r 

And  there  is  another  proverb,  equally  wise,  whioh 
MqrSy  there  is  many  a  slip  between  the  cup  and  lip.^ 


S4  TEE  KAZELWOOBB    AT  MOMM. 

Quite  true  I  We  maj  all  die,  and  be  m  ®M 
graves,  before  that  time  ;  but  unless  something  of  that 
Idnd  occurs,  Helen  Thornton  will  as  certainly  be  my 
wife  before  another  month,  as  that  Eugene  Haielwood 
was  jilted  by  her  on  Christmas  eye.  Spare  your  threats, 
Eugene,  I  am  not  afraid  of  you  ;  for  whaterer  wonder- 
ful event  stops  our  marriage,  it  is  most  assuredly  not  af 
your  power  to  do  it 

That  remains  to  be  seen  !  A  great  deal  may  hap- 
pen m  a  month !  Helen  Thornton  did  refuse  me, 
did  refuse  Arthur,  and  did  accept  you  on  Christmas 
eve ;  but  it  is  all  labor  lost.  She  may  not  be  my  wife. 
I  would  not  marry  her  now  if  I  could ;  but,"  and  he 
rose  from  his  seat,  with  a  wolfish  glare  in  his  fiery  eyes, 
but,  Conway  Hazelwood,  she  never  will  be  yours  !  Do 
you  hear — never  I** 

The  rest  stared  aghast,  but  careless  Conway,  leaning 
negligently  against  the  mantel,  still  retained  his  provok- 
ing smile. 

Quite  tragic  that,  upon  my  word  1  What  are  yon 
going  to  do,  Eugene— murder  us  both  T* 

There  is  many  a  true  word  spoken  in  jest !  Not  one 
there  but  remembered  that  question  so  lightly  spokea^ 
la  the  terrible  after-dayi«    Eugene  did  not  answer,  ©mly 
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glared  at  his  brother  in  silence,  and  in  either  ©j@  »at  a 
devil.  Even  languid  Arthur,  despite  the  flimij  state  of 
all  his  emotions,  looked  rather  pale  and  startled ;  and 
Mr.  Hazelwood  rose  from  his  chair,  white  and  stern. 

^^Boys,"  he  said,  in  a  tone  seldom  heard  from  thoit 
kindly  lips,  ^^no  more  of  this  !  I  command  you  by  the 
authority  of  a  father  to  never  repeat  this  scene  in  my 
presence.  Shame  on  you,  Conway  I  It  is  well  your 
mother  is  in  her  grave  before  she  ever  lived  to  hear  her 
first-born,  her  favorite  son,  talk  to  his  younger  brother 
like  this  !  Shame  on  you,  Eugene,  to  allow  your  jeal 
ousy  to  carry  you  so  far  I  Where  is  your  boasted  wis- 
dom now  ?  The  best  thing  you  both  can  do  is,  to  go  to 
your  rooms,  take  your  Bibles,  and  read  the  story  of  Cain 
and  AbeL    Go  !  I  am  ashamed  of  you  both !" 

He  sank  down  in  his  seat,  with  one  trembling  hand 
over  his  face.  Dark,  moody,  sullen  Eugene  stood,  but 
Conway  was  bending  over  him  directly,  with  a  remorse- 
ful face* 

"  Father,  forgive  me.  I  should  have  remembered 
before  whom  1  was  speaking.  Come,  Eugene,  forget 
and  forgive.  We  both  of  us  say  more  than  we  mean,  I 
am  sure  He  held  out  his  hand,  but  Eugene  turned 
floomily  awaj, 
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**8o  be  it,  then/'  said  Conwaj,  "war  or  pedct ;  it  is 
ail  the  same  to  me,  but  I  shall  obej  you,  father.  In 
jour  presence  such  a  i^ne  shall  neyer  take  place 
again/' 

There  was  a  tap  at  the  door,  and  a  rosy  little  nur* 
sery-maid  presented  herself  with  a  curtesy  to  Mra. 
Wood. 

"  If  you  please.  Ma'am,  I  wish  you  would  come  up 
to  the  nursery.  I  can't  get  Miss  Hazel  to  bed,  and  she 
keeps  them  twins  awake  with  her  noise,  and  I  can't  do 
nothing  with  none  of  them." 

"  There's  English  for  you,  Una,"  said  Conway,  chuck- 
ing that  young  lady  under  the  chin  as  he  passed. 
"  Come  along,  auntie,  I'll  go  with  you  to  the  nursery. 
I  hayen't  seen  '  them  twins '  since  the  night  of  their 
arriyal,  and  I  want  another  look  at  them." 

"  Perfectly  natural,"  said  Eugene,  in  a  low,  mocking 
Toice,  "who  would  wish  to  see  them  if  their  father 
would  not  ?" 

Conway  glanced  at  him  cooUy,  no  way  daunted  by 
his  fiery  stare. 

"  At  it  again,  my  good  brother.  I  don't  thiiik  jm 
will  stop  until  you  tempt  me  to  thrash  you  within  an 
inch  of  your  life — a  feat  you  know  I  could  easily  aocon^ 
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plish  !  Oome  along,  auntie — accept  my  arm  to  the  nnf^ 
aery  !  Lead  the  way,  Jane,  we  follow  !  Good  nigfelallj 
and  pleasant  dreams  I" 

Good  night,  Conway,^'  Mr.  Hazel  wood  said  kindly* 

^*  Good  night,  cousin,"  Una  repeated,  nestling  clos© 
to  her  uncle's  side,  and  looking  fearfully  at  Eugene, 

Eyen  Arthur  wished  good-night,  but  the  younger 
brother  never  spoke  ;  no  effigy  in  marble  could 
stood  more  dark  and  motionless  than  he.    But  hand- 
some Conway  only  smiled  at  him,  and  went  out  huM- 
ming  the  refrain  of  an  old  French  song : 

To-day  for  mp, 
To-morrow  ^or  thee  ! 
But  will  that  to-roonrow  ever  be  P 

"  And  if  eyer  I  saw  4he  old  demon  in  any  human 
face,''  said  Mrs.  Wood,  going  up-stairs,  and  speaking  in 
an  awe-struck  undei'tone,  it  was  in  Eugene's  to-night. 
Be  careful,  Oonwa/  ;  ha  is  sayage  any  way,  and  there  ii 
no  telling  what  jealousy  may  tempt  him  to  do.  Here 
we  are  at  the  nursery.  Do  hear  the  roars  of  tbos^  young 
ones  !  anc  it'g  all  my  Has^eFa  faulty  for  th©  twins  are  as 
food  m  gold.    Come  isL*' 
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|N  that  mme  pleasant  room  where  ±0  H&i^ 
wood  family  had  been  assembled  the  night 
before,  Mr.  Hazelwood,  his  sister,  and  niece 
sat  at  breakfast.  A  pretty  little  bronze  clock  on  the 
mantel  was  just  chiming  eight — for  the  h^  of  the 
Hazelwoods  liked  early  hours — and  the  yellow  wintry 
sunshine  streaming  warmly  through  the  curtained  win- 
dows fell  brightly  on  the  glittering  silyer  and  china 
seryioe  :  brightly  on  the  ruddy,  kindly  face  of  Mr. 
Hazelwood ;  brightly  on  Mrs.  Wood's  satin  ribbons  and 
golden  trinkets — for  Mrs.  Wood  made  a  point  of  being 
always  r^plendent  to  look  at ;  and  no  less  brightly  on 
the  pale-gold  hair,  delicate  white  face,  and  pretty  morn- 
ing-dress of  blue  merino,  trimmed  with  white,  worn  by 
the  half  Albino,  Una  Forest 

The  junior  Messrs.  Hazelwood  were  not  the^  j  it 
would  haye  been  most  aitonishing  if  they  had  been, 
altogether  out  of  the  usual  order  of  things.  Bug^B®^ 
though  invariably,  winter  and  summer,  up  at  &r% 
farelj  left  his  room  hefore  eleyen,  and  had  hii  break* 
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taat  ient  tip  to  him  at  ten.  Arthur  mrer  rom  before 
nine^  and  then  lounged  down-town  to  his  itudio^  and 
took  his  matinal  meal  there.  Gonwaj^  like  Eugen% 
was  an  earlj  bird ;  but  he  was  off^  aooording  to  c^itom^ 
for  a  breezy  morning  ride  through  the  park,  and  might 
possibly  drop  in  to  Mr.  Thornton's  to  breakfast,  or 
patronize  a  restaurant,  or  come  home  any  hour  before 
mid-day,  as  the  humor  took  him. 

The  trio,  then,  at  the  breakfast-table,  had  no  need 
to  wait  for  the  three  truants,  and  went  on  drinking  their 
tea  and  eating  their  muffins  without  them,  quite  as  a 
matter  of  course. 

Mrs.  Wood,  at  the  head  of  the  table,  was  holding 
forth  to  her  three  auditors  with  an  energy  and  rolubility 
that  made  her  round,  good-natured  face,  red  enough  at 
all  times,  ten  degrees  redder  than  erer. 

And  whateyer  I  am  to  do  with  her  I  can't  tell,** 
she  was  saying.  Vre  talked  to  her,  and  I're  whipped 
her,  and  sent  her  to  bed  with  a  spanking  and  no  supper, 
and  it's  all  no  uae.  It's  worse  she's  getting,  instead  of 
better,  and  she'll  be  the  torment  of  my  life — I  know 
•he  will !  Why  don't  you  try  the  beefsteak^,  Hugh  ? 
It's  not  too  rare." 

"The  beefsteak's  well  eBcug'li/''  mid.  her  broths. 
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helping  himself ;  and  so  is  littk  Hazel.  1  like  hm  ftU 
the  better  for  haying  a  little  life.  I  nerer  did  like 
Solomons  in  pinafores,  and  neTer  will.  Let  the  child  be 
lifely  and  have  her  fling  ;  the  world  will  sober  her  soon 
enough. 

**IIave  her  fling  P  cried  Mrs.  Wood,  in  tones  of 
indignation.  "That*s  all  very  well  for  you  to  say, 
brother,  that  has  none  of  the  bother ;  but  if  you  had  to 
change  her  clothes  five  times  a  day,  and  then  have  her 
always  looking  as  dirty  as  a  little  pig,  and  if  she  matted 
her  hair  all  in  a  bunch,  after  you  curled  it,  with 
molasses-candy,  and  smeared  her  face  with  soot  and 
mustard  till  she  looked  like  a — ^like  a — "  (Mrs.  Wood 
hesitated  for  a  simile  forcible  enough)  "like  a  live 
kangaroo,  after  you'd  washed  it,  and  if  she  screeched 
and  kicked  till  she  turned  black  in  the  face  because  you 
wouldn't  let  her  soak  her  shoes  in  her  soup,  perhaps 
■  you'd  sing  another  song  than  'let  her  have  her  fling  P 
Fling,  indeed  I  It's  nothing  but  fling  she  does  from 
morning  till  night,  and  from  night  till  morning.  XJna, 
pass  me  me  your  cup,  and  I'll  give  you  some  mor8 
oofllee.*' 

XJna,  looking  quietly  around,  obeyed ;  and  Mn 
Haselwood,  quite  quenched  for  the  time  being  by  thii 
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dloquent  outburst,  ate  his  steak  and  toast  in  pe£L@iTS 
silence.  Mrs.  Wood,  haring  replenislied  the  empty  cnp^ 
let  her  feelinp  get  the  better  of  her,  and  burst  out 
again :  / 

And  there's  them  twins  I  The  life  they  lead  witii. 
that  little  limb  is  too  horrid  to  think  of  !  She  wouldn't 
leave  a  spear  of  hair  in  their  heads,  or  an  eye  in  their 
face  she  wouldn't  claw  out,  if  she  had  her  way ;  and  if 
she  does  not  starye  them  yet,  it  will  be  a  mercy,  for 
they  never  get  a  thing  she  doesn't  grab  from  them.  Her 
fling,  indeed  !  And  it's  all  Conway's  fault ;  he  will 
fetch  her  cartloads  of  candy,  in  spite  of  everything  I  can 
eay,  and  teach  her  to  dance  jigs  and  double-shuffle% 
and  sing  negro  songs  and  all  sorts  of  wickedness ;  and 
she  minds  him,  and  pays  no  more  attention  to  me  or 
Jane  than  if  we  were  two  old  shoes  1  Let  him  wait  till 
he  gets  children  of  his  own,  as  I  tell  him,  and  see  how 
he  likes  it  I  But,  then,  it's  of  no  more  use  talking  to 
Gonway  than  it  is  to  Hazel — ha  only  laughs  in  your  face 
and  behaves  worse  the  next  minute  than  ever  !  Oome 
IB  !" 

This  last  invitation  was  in  answer  tea  rap  at  the  door 
and  Susan  made  her  appearance  with  a  little  thred^eor^ 
feei^  note. 
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*'  It'i  for  you,  Miss  Una/'  ^he  said^  ddlirering  it^ 
^^the  postman  has  just  gone/' 

Una  tore  the  perfumed  note  open  and  ran  orer  l£i 

eontenti. 

Who  in  that  cocked-hat  from,  Snowbird  ?^  inquire 
Mr.  Hazelwood,  ^*  not  a  loTe^tetter,  I  hope.*' 
Una  laughed. 

It  gonnds  like  one^  nmde.  Listen  and  FU  read  M 
for  jon/' 

''My  owh  Deab  DAELiif®  Uka  :~I  suppose  Con- 
way— dear,  dear  Conway — has  told  you  all  before  thii. 
Oh,  I  am  just  the  happiest  girl  in  the  world,  and  I  want 
you  to  come  and  see  me  right  away.  You  are  to  be  bride- 
maid,  you  know.  Won^t  that  be  charming  ?  When 
you  come,  my  dearest,  bring  those  darling  twins  with 
you,  if  possible.  I  should  like  to  see  them,  of  all  things. 
Adieu,  love.    Be  sure  to  come  to-day  to  see 

Your  loving  friend,  Hileh/* 

"From  Mi®g  Thornton,  ehP  Well,  go,  of  course, 
and  take  Jane  and  the  little  ones  along.  It's  quite 
natural  iittk  Felly  should  want  to  see  them.  I  gay, 
Bmily,*^  leaning  over  the  table,  his  face  all  agloWg 
^^iin't  it  fortunate  Conway  is  going  to  make  such 
a  match  ?  Do  you  know,  now,  I  always  was  afraid 
#f  that  }mfB  going  and  throwing  hiMielf  away  m 
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m  op6ra-4©n«6r,  or  an  actresi,  or  iomething  of  that 
tort  Thank  HeaTen  1  his  choice  has  Mkn  on  Helen 
rhornton  I" 

^^And  it  never  would  hare  fallen  on  her/'/  said 
Mrs.  Wood,  shortly,  "you  may  depend,  only  hit 
two  brothers  wanted  her.  Oh,  they're  a  preciou®  lot 
of  'em,  fighting  for  ererything,  like  so  many  onri 
over  a  bone 

Mrs.  Wood,  despite  her  good-nature,  was  inclined 
to  use  very  forcible  language  sometimes,  and  had,  when 
roused,  a  decided  temper  of  her  own.  Keep  on  the 
right  side  of  her,  and  she  was  sweet  as  summer  cher« 
riei ;  cross  her,  and — well,  you  must  take  the  con- 
sequences. Mr.  Hazelwood,  being  a  sensible  man, 
never  presumed  to  contradict  her  at  such  times^  and 
now  finished  his  coSee,  and  arose. 

I  believe  I  have  some  letters  to  write  to-day, 
it  is  time  I  was  at  them.    What  a  nuisance  letter-writ- 
ing is  !   Una,  give  my  love  to  little  Nelly,  and  tell  her 
111  be  down  in  the  course  of  the  day  to  give  it  to  her  in 
person.'' 

Mr*  Hazelwood  sauntered  to  the  library,  Mrs.  Wood 
bustled  off  to  attend  to  her-  housekeeping  duties,  and 
Uma  went  up  to  the  nursery  to  tell  Jane  to  dress  th^ 
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tmnu,  md  hold  herself  in  readiness  to  accompsmj  hei 
to  Miss  Thornton^s.  Then  she  tripped  up  to  her  owm 
pretty  chamber  to  array  herself  in  street^ostumi©, 
and  half  an  hour  after  reappeared,  looking  yery  fair 
and  charming,  in  a  most  becoming  hat  with  blue 
ribbons  and  white  plumes,  a  dark-blue  velvet  cloak 
trimmed  with  white  furs,  that  set  off  her  satin-smoott 
skin  and  redundant  light  hair  to  perfection. 

"Are  you  ready,  JaneP'  she  inquired,  opening  the 
nursery  door. 

Yes,  Jane  was  quite  ready,  and  so  were  Misses  Bosa* 
mond  and  Evangeline.  Very  lovely  the  two  latter 
young  creatures  looked,  in  short  frocks  and  capes  of 
rose-colored  merino  elaborately  braided,  their  long  black 
ringlets  freshly  curled  falling  from  beneath  crimson 
hoods,  their  eyes  like  black  stars,  their  cheeks  rosy 
flame.  How  to  tell  one  from  the  other  seemed  a  mys- 
ery  at  first,  but  Una's  keen  blue  eyes  were  never  at  a 
loss.  She  had  discovered  that  Evangeline  was  a  little 
bit  taller,  a  little  longer  every  way,  and  had  much  more 
of  a  temper  of  her  own  than  her  sister,  but  the  strong 
likeness  puzsjled  every  one  else.  They  followed  Jane 
now  down-stairs  after  Una^  and  got  into  a  little  carriag® 
khM  Conway  had  ient  home  for  their  use.    The  difl» 
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tence  to  Mr.  Thornton's  was  shorty  the  day  mild  and 
fiunshiny,  and  Una  was  a  good  walker.  As  they  went 
down  the  ayenue,  every  one  they  met  turned  to  look 
after  the  pretty  girl  in  bine,  and  the  two  beantjful  chil* 
dren  in  rose  and  crimson.  Una  returned  every  look 
with  an  American  girFs  cool  stare,  until  she  reached 
her  friend's  house.  A  servant  in  livery  admitted  them. 
Miss  Thornton  was  at  home,  and  as  Una  was  sending  up 
her  card,  came  flying  down  stairs,  in  a  white  morning- 
wrapper,  and  in  a  state  of  delighted  excitement,  and, 
catching  Miss  Forest  in  her  arms,  kissed  her  raptur- 
ously a  dozen  times. 

You  darling  girl  1  how  good  of  you  to  come  right 
away  after  receiving  my  note  1  0  Una  1  isn't  it  all  de- 
lightful, and  ain't  you  glad 

Very  glad,  Helen,  and  so  are  all  at  home.  Uncle 
mnds  his  love,  and  says  he  will  come  to  see  you  some- 
time to-day.'* 

What  a  kind  soul  he  is  1  isn't  he,  Una  ?  Oh,  art 
these  the  twins  ?  Why,  what  a  pair  of  beauties  tbej 
are  I   0  Una  !  tkey  are  perfectly  lovely  I" 

"  Yes,  they  are  very  pretty.  Do  you  think  they  look- 
like  any  one  you  have  ever  Been  ?" 

Miss  Thornton  looked  up  with  a  sly  little  laugk 
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They  look  lik©  the  Hazelwoods,  Una !  I  b^gui  te 
lr#Ii®Ye  that  not©  after  all/^ 

'^Oh^  nongenge!  Jane^  yon  oan  wait  here.  Let  ua 
go  np-stairs,  Helen ;  you  can  inspect  the  little  on^  there 
at  your  leisure.*^ 

Miss  Thornton,  holding  one  of  the  twins  in  her  armsi 
led  the  way  to  her  boudoir,  while  Una  led  the  other  by 
the  hand.  Here,  propitiated  by  slices  of  plumcake, 
Miss  Eyangeline  and  Bosamond  allowed  themselres  to 
be  inspected  without  protest. 

Oh,  they  are  perfect  Iotbs  I**  Miss  Thornton,  who 
was  a  little  of  the  gushing  order,  cried  rapturously. 
"  Such  splendid  eyes,  such  beautiful  curls,  such  a  lovely 
complexion  !  Do  you  know  I  admire  brunettes  ever  m 
much  more  than  blondes ;  don't  get  angry.  Belle  Blonde, 
at  my  saying  so." 

*^Not  I;  Conway  is  darkP 

^*  Dear,  dear  Conway  I  0  Una,  isn't  he  divinely 
handsome,  and  won't  Fanny  May,  and  Rose  White,  and 
all  the  girls  go  mad  with  envy  when  they  hear  of  it ; 
iialf  of  them  were  dying  for  him,  I  declare 

Una  knew  very  well  that  half  of  the  joung  ladies  in 
her  set  would  have  given  a  year  of  their  lives  to  %imA 
\b  Helv^B  ThorBton'i  iho©i.,  tmd  she  laiafhed  : 
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"More  fools  they;  he  isn^t  such  a  prise,  There, 
don't  trouble  yourself  to  get  angry,  Helen,  I  know  him 
better  than  you  do.   When  is  it  to  come  off  ?" 

The  wedding  ?  Oh,  the  day  has  not  beeji  named 
yet;  but  it  will  be  soon,  I  suppose.  Conway  is  m 
impatient,  you  know  ;  and  you,  my  dear,  darling  Una, 
are  to  be  bridemaid,  first  bridemaid,  too  !  Won't  that 
be  nice  ?  One  wedding  makes  many,  they  say ;  wh© 
knows  but  it  may  be  your  turn  next  f ' 

"  Bah  !  I  am  only  a  schoolgirl !  What  would 
uncle  and  auntie  say  if  they  heard  you  talk  like  that 

Your  uncle  talks  like  that  himself.  Papa  says  he 
intends  you  for  Eugene." 

The  milk-white  skin  of  Miss  Forest  could  by  no 
possibility  redden,  but  there  came  a  strange  glitter  into 
her  pale-blue  eyes  at  this  allusion. 

"  Does  he  ?  Perhaps  Eugene  himself  will  haTe  a 
word  to  say  about  that.  Is  it  true  you  refused  him  the 
night  of  the  party 

"Oh  my  goodness     Miss  Thornton  cried,  lowering 
her  yoice  and  glancing  at  the  door,  as  if  she  expected  to 
see  the  dark  gloomy  face  of  Eugene  Hazel  wood  there. 
I  shall  neyer  forget  his  look  that  nighi,  as  long  as  I 

liTe  I   0  Una,  I  can't  tell  you  how  frightened  I  am  of 
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him  !   Don't  jon  marry  him  for  ftnj  one.    I  wonkt  aft 

ioon  marry  a  wild  Indian/' 

"I  won't  marry  him,"  Una  said  quietly,  "and  I  am 
pretty  sure  I  will  neyer  be  asked.  Bosie,  you  are  soiling 
all  your  dress  with  that  cake — throw  it  away." 

Miss  Thornton  was  instantly  off  on  another  tack, 
^nd  in  raptures  again. 

What  a  love  of  a  name  I  Bos©  of  the  World  and 
Byangeline  !  Eve-star  you  ought  to  call  her.  Oh,  what 
pets  they  both  are  I  Do  you  know,  Una,  when  Conway 
and  I  come  back  from  our  bridal-tour,  I  mean  to  make 
him  adopt  them  both.  I  should  love  to  have  two  such 
beauties  to  dress  and  pet  I" 

Perhaps,  too,  you  think  like  Eugene,  that  Con- 
way has  the  best  right  to  them." 

Helen  laughed  good  naturedly. 

^^NHmportBy  ma  chere.  They  look  like  the  Hazel* 
woods,  I  tell  you  ;  anybody  with  eyes  can  see  it  1  Come, 
try  and  speak.  What's  your  name,  love  T*  taking  one 
of  them  in  her  arms,    Which  is  which,  Una  ?" 

That  one  is  Evangeline  ;  she  speaks  the  plainest  of 
the  two." 

I  don't  see  how  you  can  tell  them  apart  i  Where 

m  jour  mamma,  j>et  f 
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"  More  was  the  little  one's  answer,  like  a  female 
OliTer  Twist,  as  she  pointed  to  the  3ake-plate ;  more 
cake  r 

^^No;  she  must  not  haye  any  more,"  Bsid  Una, 
*^  she  will  be  sick  1  There,  send  her  home  with  Jane — 
she  can't  tell  you  anything  about  her  mamma.  I  wish 
she  could  !  Shall  I  ring  for  Jane  to  take  them  home 

"  You  may  ring  if  you  like !  I  want  you  to  go 
shopping  with  me  ;  I  have  got  such  lots  and  lots  of 
things  to  buy.  Oh,  my  gracious  !  I  shall  wear  white, 
of  course,  Una,  and  you  had  better  wear  pink ;  you  are 
so  very  fair,  it  will  become  you  better  than  anything 
else.    Good-bye,  darlings ;  kiss  me  before  you  go 

The  twins,  grateful,  perhaps,  for  the  devoured  cake, 
kissed  the  bride-elect,  and  allowed  themselves  to  be  led 
ofE  by  their  nurse. 

The  shopping  that  day  was  a  weighty  affair.  Miss 
Thornton  came  back  with  the  carriage  full  of  parcels 
and  her  purse  several  hundred  dollars  lighter  than  when 
she  started.  Una  staid  till  late  in  the  afternoon,  and 
then  put  on  her  hat  to  go  home. 

Conway  is  coming  this  evening,  and  the  time  is  to 
be  fixed,"  was  Helen's  parting  address.  "  i  ll  make  him 
tell  you  m  won  m  he  goes  biick  I  Good-bye,  love ;  come 


100 


THE  WEDDim-mGET. 


}mdk  again  to-morrow.  I  shall  be  so  busy  I  can't  get  <m 
without  you/' 

Una  did  not  see  Conway  that  eyening.    It  was  the 
wee  sma' hours  ayont  the  twal,"  as  usual,  before  hii 
latehkey  turned  in  the  lock,  and  he  went  whistling  up* 
stairs  to  bed ;  but  next  morning,  on  her  way  down  to 
breakfast,  she  espied  his  door  ajar  and  peeped  in. 

^^Is  it  you,  Conway?  HaTe  you  any  message  for 
mer 

Conway,  busily  arranging  hii  orarat  at  the  mirror^ 
turned  round. 

*^^Good  morning.  Mademoiselle.  Yes,  I  bis^Meve 
Helen  sent  you  word  to  be  ready  at  three  this  after^^n, 
to  go  shopping  with  her.  She  will  call  for  you  in  ^be 
carriage." 

And  when  is  the  great  erent  to  come  off  P' 

In  a  fortnight,  I  believe.    Oh,  hang  this  neckt'^ 

I  shall  haye  to  employ  a  yalet,  I  belieye,  to  dress  nb- 

decently.'' 

Una  opened  her  light-blue  eyes  to  their  widest  ex- 
tent "  Good  gracious,  Conway  !  In  a  fortnight  f 
What  a  hurry  you're  in.  Helen  cannot  get  ready  in 
that  time." 

Yes,  aiie  can.   She  doesn't  need  to  carry  all  tlm 
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Aygoods  in  New  York  with  her.  She  can  g^t  m  fan 
supply  in  Paris/' 

"But  it's  so  sudden.    I  had  no  idea." 

"Neither  had  I ;  but  you  see,  my  dear  'since  it  must 
be  done,  'twere  well  'twere  done  quickly';  that's  Shakes- 
peare.  The  reason  is,  some  friends  of  Helen  start  for 
Paris  in  a  fortnight,  and  we  want  to  go  all  together,  lik« 
Brown's  cows.  There,  that  tie's  fixed  to  perfection, 
thanks  to  patience  and  perseverance  !  And  now  suppose 
we  go  down  and  try  Aunt  Emily's  coffee." 

A  little  after  three,  the  carriage  of  Miss  Thornton 
drew  up  before  Mr.  Hazelwood's  door,  and  Una,  all 
ready  and  waiting,  was  handed  in,  and  the  two  young 
ladies  drove  off,  intent  on  that  business  wherein  the 
heart  of  every  woman  delighteth.  And  that  was  but 
the  begining  of  the  end ;  every  day  during  the  week  saw 
the  same  transaction  repeated,  as  Mr.  Thornton's  check- 
book could  abundantly  prove.  Upholsters,  dressmakers, 
and  milliners  filled  the  house.  Una  became  domiciled 
there  altogether.  Miss  Thornton,  by  no  possibility 
could  exist  without  her  in  such  a  trying  time.  The 
mmor  of  the  marriage  became  noised  abroad,  and  Fifth 
avenue  had  a  copious  theme  to  gossip  about  at  Ita 
morning  calls  and  evening  reunions.  The  course  of  true 
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«0T6  was  flowing  as  smoothly  as  a  mill-dam  not  erdii  tli« 

faintest  zephyr  to  ruffle  its  sunshiny  surface,  not  one 
&int  shadow  of  the  black  cloud  gathering  so  swiftly  and 
terribly  darkening  its  radiance.  Eugene  Hazelwood's 
threats  seemed  to  haye  evaporated  into  empty  air — that 
young  gentleman  himself  had  disappeared  suddenly 
from  public  riew,  had  gone  off  on  some  wlldgoose  chase 
or  other,  and  deprived  the  Empire  City  of  the  light  of 
his  countenance  altogether.  Arthur  lounged  more  than 
ever  in  his  Broadway  studio,  smoked  more  cigars  and 
drank  more  pale  sherry  than  was  good  for  him,  but 
otherwise  seemed  in  no  danger  of  injuring  his  constitu- 
tion  f rcMn  being  crossed  in  love. 

80  all  went  merry  as  a  marriage-bell,  and  the  fort- 
night flew  by  on  rosy  wings,  and  the  happy  day  dawned, 
all  sunshine  and  bland  breezes.  Eleven  was  the  hour 
the  bridal  party  were  to  be  at  church,  and  the  yellow 
January  sunshine  streaming  through  the  curtained 
windows  of  Miss  Thornton^s  boudoir,  saw  the  dainty 
little  clock,  of  gold  and  ebony,  on  the  mantel,  pointing 
tIs  glittering  hands  to  the  hour  of  ten.  It  saw,  too, 
Helen  Thornton,  bewildering  in  bridal  white,  her  bridal 
vail  and  wreath  on  her  head,  and  Una  Forest,  looking 
like  a  pale  rosebud,  in  pink  and  wnite,  at  the  head  of  a 
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bery  of  bright-faoed  bridemaids,  similarlj  attired. 
They  were  all  laughing  and  chatting  together,  when  a 
serrant  came  to  the  door  with  a  note« 

For  me/'  said  Helen,  in  surprise,  "  who  brought 
it.  May  r  ^ 

The  postman  had  brought  it,  the  girl  said ;  and 
the  bride  tore  it  open,  and  uttered  an  exclamation  m 
she  read  it. 

What  a  strange  note  I   Bead  it,  Una.'' 

Una  took  it,  and  read  : 

"  Let  Miss  Thornton  be  in  the  conservatory  a  quarter 
after  ten  on  her  wedding  morning,  and  wait  there  for  a 
fisitor,  who  will  tell  her  a  secret  of  the  utmost  import- 
ance. She  must  be  alone,  as  the  secret  is  for  no  ears  but 
hers.  Let  nothing  prevent  her  complying,  or  something 
will  prevent  her  marriage.  She  need  have  no  fears. 
This  note  comes  from  A  FBisiSTD." 

"Anonymous     said  Una.    "  What  will  you  do 
''I  should  like  to  go,''  said  Helen,  looking  intensely 

curious.    "  Is  it  not  mysterious  ?   Who  can  it  be  fromj 

and  what  can  the  secret  be 

"  I  haven't  the  faintest  idea.    It  contains  a  threat, 

too,  if  you  do  not  comply.    Perhaps  you  had  bett«j 

show  it     /our  father." 
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^  Oh  no !  Papa  neyer  would  l«t  me  go,  and  mj 
auriosity  is  excited,  I'll  tell  you — don't  say  anything  tc 
the  rest  about  it,  and  I  will  go,  and  make  Lizette  keep 
watch  at  a  safe  distance.  I  would  giye  the  world 
to  know  what  the  secret  is." 

"  Well  if  you  think  there  is  no  danger/' 

Helen  laughed.  Danger!  You  little  goose!  in 
broad  daylight,  and  in  my  father's  house  1  You  run 
and  find  Lisette,  and  tell  her  to  wait  in  the  music-room, 
it  overlooks  the  conservatory,  and  I  will  go  and  see  what 
(*omes  of  it." 

You  won't  wait  long  ?" 

"No  ;  if  my  mysterious  visitor  does  not  make  her  or 
his  appearance  by  half -past  ten,  I  will  wait  no  longer. 
Be  oflE  new,  while  I  go  to  the  conservatory ;  it  is  a  quar- 
ter past  ten  now." 

Una  and  Helen  went  out  together,  telling  the  flock 

bridemaids  they  would  soon  return. 

Ten  minutes,  and  Mary  the  chambermaid  reappeared. 

"  Miss  Helen,  there  is  a  gentleman — why,  she  is  not 
hereP' 

**Iiro,"  said  one  of  the  young  ladies,  she  has  gcmt 
with  Miss  Forest  to  the  conservatory.    Has  Mr.  Hasial' 

irt^.  come 
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Yes,  Miss,  but  it's  Mr.  Eugene,  aot  Mr«  Oonway ! 
In  the  conseryatory.  FU  bring  him  up,  he  says  he  wank 
to  see  hei  on  important  matters." 

Mary  hastened  oS,  and  Una  entered  a  few  minnt®3 
after  alone. 

Where's  Helen,''  the  girls  asked.  If  s\alf-pa«t 
ten  ?   Isn't  Mr,  Hazelwood  come  yet  ?" 

''Not  that  I  know  of.    It  is  time  enough  I" 

''  Perhaps  something  has  happened,  and  his  brother 
has  come  here  to  tell  her  I" 

"His  brother  !   Is  Arthur  here  ?" 

'*  No,  Eugene.  He  told  the  seryant  his  business  was 
Important,  and  she  has  shown  him  into  the  conserratory. 
I  thought  you  were  there  with  Helen." 

Una  looked  at  the  speaker. 

''Eugene  !  impossible  I  Eugene  is  not  in  the  city  I" 
'■^Perhaps  he  has  returned.  May  said  it  was  Eugene  ; 

and  she  knows  him  yery  well.    0  my  goodness  !  if  aiij« 

thing  should  haye  happened  I" 

Una's  heart  suddenly  stood  still.    All  his  threats 

^me  back  to  her  memory.    What  if  the  note  came  from 

him  ? 

Some  one  tapped  at  the  door.    It  was  May,  for  tht 

third  time. 
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"Old  Mr.  Hazelwood  and  Mr.  Oonway  are  dowa 
fltairs ;  and  Mr.  Thornton  sends  his  compliments^  and 
Mkj%  it  is  a  quarter  of  eleyen^  and  time  the  young  ladies 
were  down-stairs." 

**May,"  Una  asked^  hurriedly,  "are  you  sure  it  is 
my  cousin  Eugene  who  is  with  Miss  Helen  in  the  con- 
seryatory 

"  Yes,  Miss ;  but  he's  not  there  now.  He  is  just 
gone ;  he  only  stayed  a  few  minutes.*' 

Una  turned  hastily,  and  without  a  word,  in  the 
direction  of  the  conservatory.  Its  glass  doors  lay  wide 
open,  and  as  she  entered  she  saw  Helen  Thornton  at  the 
further  end,  half-lying,  half-sitting  on  a  lounge,  her 
face  drooped  on  the  pillows,  her  white  bridal  dress 
falling  around  her  like  a  cloud.  Her  strange  position 
and  stillness  struck  a  chill  to  the  girl's  heart. 

"  Helen  !"  she  called. 

But  Helen  did  not  stir. 
Helen  I"  she  repeated,  drawing  nearer* 

But  the  bride  never  moved. 

There  was  a  peculiar  odor  through  the  apartment 
that  could  be  perceived  even  above  the  perfume  of  the 
flowers,  the  odor  of  bitter  almonds.  Una  noticed  it  di0» 
tinotly  as  she  bent  over  the  still,  white  form. 
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"  Helen !  Helen  1'*  she  cried,  catching  her  by  th# 
arm.    "  0  Helen  1  what  is  the  matter  P' 

She  dropped  the  arm,  and  recoiled  in  horror  m&k 
while  she  spoke.  No  need  to  ask  what  was  the  matter* 
On  her  bridal  morning,  in  her  bridal  robe^B,  Helen 
Thornton  lay  before  her — dead  1  Quite  dead  I  Growing 
cold  already,  with  foam-crusted  lips  and  ghastly,  dis- 
torted face— stark  and  dead  I 


OHAPTEE  m 
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ggBBONWAY  HAZELWOOD,  like  a  tr^e  Imm^ 
fBBBm  ^6^6^  so  happy  as  when  in  the  presenee  ol 
lllHiB™  his  idol,  had  spent  his  wedding-eTe  at  th^ 
house  of  his  bride-elect.  It  had  been  a  rery  pleasant 
eyening,  and  Conway  had  stayed  late.  Una  was  there, 
and  so  were  the  three  other  pretty  bridesmaids,  and 
three  or  four  young  gentlemen,  cousins  of  Helen's ;  and 
there  had  been  music,  and  dancing,  and  singing,  and 
champagne,  and  a  little  flirting ;  and  altogether.  Con* 
way  had  a  very  agreeabk  time.   The  docks  of  th^  city 
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were  striking  the  hour  of  midnight — that  most  sokmi 
of  al]  aonr%  the  mysterious  link  between  night  and  day, 
m  he  walked  down  Fifth  avenue,  with  a  happy  glow  at 
Mg  heart  The  night  was  mild  and  moonlit,  and,  late  as 
it  wasj  Conway  sauntered  past  his  own  home,  without 
going  in.  He  looked  up  at  it  as  he  went  by ;  but  one 
light  burned  in  the  whole  front,  and  that,  to  his  sur- 
prise, came  from  the  room  of  Eugene. 

^*Caii  that  tender  younger  brother  of  mine  ha^e 
returned  from  his  pilgrimage  was  his  thought ;  but 
BO,  I  suppose  it  is  my  worthy  aunt,  or  one  of  our  sate- 
lites,  the  housemaids.  I  think  I  know  on  what  wild- 
goose-chase  the  dear  boy  has  been  on — God  speed  him 
in  his  search  1*' 

He  laughed  to  himself,  and  taking  his  cigar-case 
fnm  his  pocket,  lit  a  weed,  and  sauntered  on  his  way. 

There  were  few  abroad  at  that  hour  on  the  aristo- 
m^tio  avenue  ;  he  met  no  one,  save  a  solitary  guar- 
4ki;  of  the  night,'*  wandering  up  and  down  \is  beat 
like  an  uneasy  ghost,  in  blue  coat  and  brass  buttons, 
fle  did  not  see  the  dark  shadow  creeping  behind  him,  a 
man  light  and  soft  of  step  ;  wearing  a  long  oyerco^t,  a 
muMer  wrapped  rouni  his  throat  and  hiding  half  hii 
a  ioft  hat  with  a  broad  brim  pulled  oyer  Ms  ©yes ; 
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8  man  who  had  dogged  him  since  he  left  t!i€  house  ©f 
his  betrothed,  skulking  in  the  shadow  alwajs—treaaliig 
with  cat-like  softness — slouching  under  the  shade  of 
houses,  stopping  when  he  slackened  his  pace,  and  nerer 
losing  sight  of  him  for  a  moment ;  a  man  wh<>  f ollo^ved 
him  into  Broadway  when  he  entered  that  thoroughfare, 
keeping  him  ever  in  view,  and  ever  lagging  behind 
him. 

There  was  life  and  light  still  on  busy  Broadway^ 
though  the  theaters  had  emptied  themselves  long  sgo^ 
and  pedestrians  enough  were  passing  up  and  down  ici 
enable  the  skulking  shadow  in  the  overcoat  to  follow 
unnoticed.  He  seemed  to  have  lost  the  wish  to  do 
however ;  for  as  Oonway  loitered  for  a  second  on  the 
pavement  to  produce  a  fresh  cigar,  he  came  up  and  ad« 
iressed  him : 

Good  night,  sir  !  I  have  the  honor  of  speaking  to 
Mr.  Conway  Hazelwood,  have  I  not  ?" 

Conway  turned  and  looked  at  him,  but  the  muffler, 
the  long  coat,  and  slouched  hat  baffled  recognition. 

"  You  have  the  advantage  of  me,  my  good  fellow^ 
whoever  you  are/'  he  said,  pulling  away  coolly  at 
newly-lit  cigar. 

Which  I  mean  to  keep— smce>  it  m  of  no  o<t>7>^- 
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quenoe  to  you  to  know  who  I  am  I  To-momw  ii  ycni 
wedding-dajr,  Mr.  Hazelwood 

Is  it  ?  Haye  yon  come  to  forbid  the  mariage 
Gould  careless  Conway  haye  seen  the  derilish  light 
that  leaped  into  the  eyes  under  the  slouched  hat  at  the 
question,  he  might  haye  recoiled  in  horror,  fearless  as  ha 
was.  He  did  not  see  it,  howeyer ;  and  the  strange  man's 
yoiee  was  as  calm  as  his  own,  when  he  answered : 

No ;  with  Mr.  Hazelwood  or  his  marriage  I  haye 
nothing  to  do.  I  am  merely  the  agent  and  emissary  of 
another — a,  friend  of  yours,  who  for  to-night  only  de- 
sires to  remain  unknown.  That  friend  has  a  secret  foi 
your  ear,  a  most  important  secret,  which  may  influence 
your  whole  future  life.  That  friend  will  be  at  the  resi- 
dence of  your  bride  to-morrow  morning,  to  meet  and  tell 
it  to  you.  The  ceremony  takes  place  at  eleyen ;  at  half* 
past  ten,  th^,  he  desires  you  will  meet  him  in  the  con- 
seryatory ;  at  all  eyents,  be  there  a  quarter  before  eleyea. 
It  is  a  matter  of  lif  e-and-death  importance  on  which  he 
would  speak — it  is  also  to  be  kept  a  profound  secret — 
you  are  to  tell  no  one  of  this  matter  until  you  haye  heard 
all  to-morrow.  The  reasons  for  this  secrecy  will  explain 
themselyes,  he  bids  me  say,  when  you  haye  heard  what 
he  has  to  reyeaL" 
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They  had  been  walking  on  side  by  side  all  ibis  tiffli 
^he  stranger  speaking  rapidly,  and  Oonway's  face  a 
iight  to  see>  in  its  astonishment  and  mystification. 
Now  he  took  the  cigar  from  between  his  lips  and 
stopped  resolntely  on  the  sidewalk,  staring  at  the 
speaker. 

My  most  mysterious  friend,  what  on  earth  is  all 
this  lecture  about  ?  Are  you  rehearsing  a  scene  from 
the  last  melodrama,  or  are  you  an  escaped  lunatic  F 
You  have  been  talking  now  for  the  last  ten  minutes, 
and  I  give  you  my  word  I  was  as  wise  before  you  began 
as  I  am  now  at  the  end.  Speak  out,  man,  whoever  you 
are,  if  you  have  anything  to  say.  Who  is  this  mysteri- 
ous unknown,  and  what  mighty  secret  is  to  be  revealed 
to  me  r 

"  You  wiU  learn  that  when  to-morrow  comes  I  I 
have  fulfilled  my  task ;  yours  is  a  very  easy  one.  Per« 
adt  me  to  bid  you  good-night  P' 

"Not  so  fast,  my  friend,*'  said  Conway,  collaring 
him  suddenly ;  "you  are  a  great  deal  too  romantic  and 
interesting  a  personage  to  be  parted  with  so  easily, 
dome,  sir  I  off  with  that  hat,  and  let  us  see  what  man- 
fiynr  of  man  yon  are  I^' 

"  You  need  not  strangle  me,  then,*'  said  the  stranger, 
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partially  lifting  his  hat  and  showing  Conway  a  ihiniiag 
bla^k  face  beneath.  ''I  hope  you'll  know  me  when  we 
meet  again.  Good-night,  Mr.  Hazelwood,  I  wish  you 
and  your  bride  all  sorts  of  joy 

With  a  sudden  effort  he  jerked  himself  free,  and, 
turning  round  a  comer,  disappeared. 

Conway  heard  an  aggravating  laugh  of  triumph,  and 
darted  after  him,  but  the  man  had  turned  down  a  lonely 
street,  and  was  nowhere  to  be  seen.  He  looked  up  and 
down,  but  the  street  was  lonely  and  deserted ;  the  man 
was  gone. 

Conway  Hazelwood  drew  a  long  breath  as  he  turned 
back  into  Broadway. 

"  Well,  here's  an  adventure  I  Now,  if  I  were  given 
to  romance,  I  might  think  my  brain  was  a  little  turned, 
and  that  I  was  rehearsing  a  scene  from  the  '  Castle  of 
Otranto,'  or  some  such  rubbish  as  that ;  but  this  is  the 
nineteenth  century,  and  I  am  in  Broadway  !  It  can't 
be  Eugene ;  it  was  neither  his  voice  nor  figure  ;  but  it 
maybe  some  trick  of  his.  By  Jove  !  Pve  hit  it  I  I 
wonder  what  he  means  to  do  when  he  gets  me  bl  the 
conservatory  ?  Blow  my  brains  out,  probably,  though 
Br.  Lance  labors  under  the  notion  that  I  have  none  to 
Mow  out.   Thank  you,  my  dear  brother/'  he  said,  half 
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aloud^  taking  ofi  his  hat,  ''don't  jqvl  hope  I  may 
there  r 

A  Fifth  avenue  stage  was  passing— he  hailed  it,  and 
was  set  down  at  his  own  door.  He  looked  up  at 
the  window  from  which  the  light  had  been  gleaming 
when  he  went  past  before  :  it  burned  no  longer — 
the  whole  house  was  silent  and  dark. 

Conway  let  himself  in  with  his  latchkey,  and  went 
noiselessly  up  to  his  room. 

''I  will  find  out  to-morrow  whether  Eugene  has 
returned,  or  not/'  was  his  last  thought;  "and  now  to 
sleep,  and  to  dream  of  Helen's  bright  eyes  and  to-mor* 
row's  happiness  !" 

To-morrow's  happiness^  indeed  1  Well  for  Conway 
Hazelwood  he  knew  not  what  that  momentous  to-mor- 
row was  to  bring,  or  his  slumbers  would  scarcely  hsTe 
been  so  peaceful  and  prolonged. 

His  watch  was  pointing  to  the  hour  of  nine  before  ha 
opened  his  eyes  on  this  mortal  life,  and  sprang  up  in 
oonsiderable  consternation* 

"  Nine  o'clock,  by  George  1  I  should  have  been  up 
and  doing  two  hours  ago.  It  will  be  after  ten,  now, 
before  I  am  dressed  and  at  Helen's  P 

CJonwaj  was  his  own  yalet ;  and  taking  a  great  deal 
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of  pains  with  his  toilet^  as  people  generally  do  on  thtif 
wedding  day,  it  was,  as  he  had  predicted,  after  ten  befori 
the  ceimony  of  dressing  was  completed^  and  he  loanged 
out  yery  unnecessarily  handsome,  drawing  on  his  gloyes 
as  he  went.   Mrs.  Wood  met  him  in  the  hall. 

"  My  dear  Conway,  I  thought  you  were  dead,  or  had 
been  turned  into  one  of  the  Seyen  Sleepers  I  Do  you 
know  it  is  fifteen  minutes  after  ten,  and  you  are  to  be 
married  at  eleyen.  But  perhaps  you  Laye  forgotten  you 
are  to  be  married  at  all.  You  are  giyen  to  forget  trifles, 
you  know/' 

Oonway  laughed. 

''I  came  uncommonly  near  forgetting  it,  I  allow* 
Has  Eugene  made  his  appearance  yet 
"  Eugene  I   Why,  has  he  returned 
Just  what  I  intended  asking  you.    I  saw  a  light 
burning  in  his  room  last  night,  and  took  it  for  granted 
he  was  here." 

Perhaps  he  is  I  Just  wait  a  moment  and  Fll 
ml'' 

Eugene's  room  was  near  Conway's.  Mrs.  Wood  rap- 
ped at  the  door,  but  there  was  no  answer.  She  turned 
the  handle,  but  it  waa  fast. 

''He  must  haye  come.   No  one  eyer  lodes  his  dooff 
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bat  himself  I  I  wonder  where  he  can  haye  been  this 
long  time." 

Conway  laughed  again  as  he  ran  down  stairs. 
Hunting  for  last  years  snow  I  I  hope  he  may  find 
it.  Good-bye,  my  dear  aunt;  there  will  b^  a  Mrs. 
Hazelwood  in  the  world  before  you  see  me  again,  and 
your  good-for-nothing  nephew  will  be  a  sober,  sewble, 
steady  married  man." 

You  sober,  indeed  I "  said  Mrs.  Wood  to  herself,  as 
his  handsome,  laughing  face  yanished.  Married  ^r 
single,  you  will  always  be  light-hearted,  hot-headed 
Conway  1  I  hope  the  boy  will  be  happy,  anyway,  for  ho 
is  the  best  of  them  all  1" 

It  was  nearly  half -past  ten  when  the  bride-groom 
(mtered  the  house  of  his  bride.  Her  father  met  him  m 
the  hall  and  held  out  his  hands  with  a  smile. 

"We  were  beginning  to  think  here  that  the  erer- 
gallant  Hazelwood  was  going  to  lose  his  character,  and 
become  like  the  bridegroom  in  the  song  ^  a  laggard  in 
loye.'  Better  late  than  never,  though.  Come  into  tho 
library  and  take  a  glass  of  wine.  You  will  need  it  to 
keep  up  your  courage  in  the  trying  ordeal  before  you.** 

"  An  ordeal  without  which  life  would  not  be  worth 
haying,"  laughed  Oonway. 


m 


TEE   TMAGEBT  BLAOKEWB. 


Helen^  I  suppose,  is  invisible." 
^^For  the  next  twenty  minutes,  yes.    Ther®  in  a 
arowd  up-stairs  in  the  drawing-room,  and  she  is  in  th@ 
Imnds  of  her  bridemaids.  By  the  way,  where  is  Arthur  f 
—very  odd  he  is  not  here 

Conway  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
Lounging  in  his  atelier ^  as  usual.    The  fellow  is 
the  very  incarnation  of  laziness,  like  the  rest  of  his  Bo- 
hemian tribe." 

Too  bad  both  he  and  Eugene  should  be  absent ;  it 
looks  strange  on  such  an  occasion.  Where  did  you  say 
Eugene  was  ?" 

I  did  not  say  he  was  anywhere,  my  dear  sir,  for 
the  simple  reason  that  I  don't  know  I  One  might  m 
well  try  to  account  for  the  erraticness  of  a  comet,  as  f of 
that  of  my  worthy  younger  brother." 

"  Eccentric  !  always  was,  always  will  be,  but  uncom» 
monly  clever,  smartest  of  the  lot— begging  your  pardon, 
Conway  !  Ten  minutes  to  eleven — how  the  minutes  are 
fiying !  Come  up  to  the  drawing-room  my  boy ;  the 
bride  and  her  attendant  nymphs  will  be  there  directly.*' 
"  My  father  is  here,  I  suppose  ?"  Conway  asked, 
following  him  up-stairs. 

Your  father  came  half  an —   Ah  !  what  is  that  f 
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It  was  a  wild,  shrill  sliriek  from  the  congerYatory— # 
girl's  frightened  cry.  Again  it  was  repeated,  and  both 
stood  still  in  wonder  in  the  hall.  Once  more,  wilder, 
shriller  the  shriek  was  heard,  and  then  a  figure  in  rosy 
gauze  came  flying  along  the  hall,  rending  the  a^r  with 
piercing  screams.  Conway  caught  the  flying  figure  by 
the  arm  :  *^Una  1  have  you  gone  crazy  ?  What  is  th® 
matter  ?   Has  any  one  fainted 

0  Conway  I  0  Conway  r  was  all  Una  could  cry, 
her  eyes  wild  with  horror,  her  whole  figure  quiyering 
and  thrilling  like  an  aspen  leaf. 

*^  Miss  Forest  1  Good  heayens  1  what  has  happened  f  * 
Mr.  Thornton  gasped.  Where  is  Helen  ?  has  any* 
thing — 

He  stopped  ;  for  Una,  clinging  to  her  cousin,  bur^t 
into  a  wild  fit  of  hysterical  sobs.  The  drawing-room 
door  flew  open,  and  a  startled  crowd  poured  out ;  the 
bridemaids,  in  curiosity  and  consternaaon,  came  flock- 
ing round  her ;  the  seryants  from  below  were  coming 
up  to  learn  the  cause  of  the  commotion.  Every  eye  was 
filed  on  Una  Forest,  whose  hysterical  sobs  alone  brok® 
the  startling  stillness. 

Conway,  yery  pale  with  some  nameless  dread,  caught 
S>©th  her  slender  wrists  in  his  liaiidB^  and  looked  steadily 
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into  her  eyes.   That  concentrated  and  powe^f  d  glaaot 

mesmerized  the  girl  into  calmness. 

"  Una,  speak  out  1   What  is  the  matter  f* 

"  Helen  is  not  here/^  Helen  s  father  said.    "  Wh@ri 

is  Helen  ?' 

'^Dead  1'*  Una  cried,  with  a  last  hysterical  sob. 
0  Mr.  Thornton,  Helen  is  dead  P 

It  had  been  all  silent  enough  a  moment  before — ^to 
describe  the  shriek  and  commotion  that  followed  Una's 
startling  announcement,  would  be  utterly  impossible. 

Mr.  Thornton,  speechless  and  paralyzed,  and  Con- 
way deadly  white,  were  the  calmest  of  all.  He  was  still 
holding  her  wrists,  unconscious  how  cruelly  hard,  and 
still  mesmerizing  her  with  his  strong  dark  eyes. 

''Dead  !  do  you  know  what  you  are  saying,  Una 

"  Oh,  I  do  I  I  do  1  0  Conway  I  shid  is  in  the  con- 
servatory, dead !  murdered  I** 

*' Murdered  r  a  wild  chorus  of  yoices  repeated  in 
horror ;  and  then,  as  by  one  impulse,  a  uniyersal  msh 
was  made  for  the  consenratory.  All  but  Conway — ^the 
word  *'  conserratory "  stunned  him,  and  he  stood  per- 
fectly still,  grasping  Una,  and  locking  into  her  fright' 
ened  blue  eyes  as  if  he  had  foreter  lost  the  power  ni 
gazing  elsewhere* 
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It  was  impossible  for  the  the  girl's  Albino  face  to 
tarn  any  whiter  than  Nature  had  made  it,  bnt  her  jerf 
lips  were  blanched,  with  fear, 

0  Conway  I"  she  said^  in  a  terrified  whisper, 
^  Eugene  has  been  here  1'*  / 

"Eugene  r 

He  was  alone  with  her  in  the  conserratory.  She 
went  in  there  well  and  full  of  life.  Less  than  half  an 
hour  after,  when  I  went  to  look  for  her,  I  found  her 
lying  there — dead 

No  marble  statue  could  haye  worn  a  face  whiter  or 
more  rigidly  set  than  did  the  bridegroom ;  no  hands 
Irozen  in  death  could  haye  been  more  icy  than  those 
grasping  her  tortured  wrists.  But  life  terrible  and  in- 
tensely burning  life,  shone  in  those  large  dark  eyes. 

He  was  alone  with  Helen  in  the  oonseryatory,'*  he 
repeated,  his  yery  yoice  changing  so  that  she  soaroely 
imew  it. 

0  Cfonway,  yes  I  0  Oonway— * 
"Has  he  gone  T 

"He  left  a  few  minutes  before  I  went  in  and  found 
her—*' 

The  hysterical  sobs  commenced  again,  checked  m 
thdr  commencement,  howeyer,  by  an  appalling  sight. 
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Fire  or  six  gentlemen  were  approaching,  bearing  1^ 
tween  them  the  convulsed  form  of  Mr.  Thornton,  foam 
ing  and  writhing  in  a  fit  of  epilepsy — a  horrible  sight 
to  look  at.  With  a  scream,  Una  broke  from  Conway  and 
fled,  and  he,  just  glancing  at  the  purple  and  distorted 
face,  turned  steadily  to  the  scene  of  the  tragedy. 

The  large  room  was  full,  but  eyery  one  made  way 
for  him.  No  one  but  her  father  had  dared  to  toucl* 
her.  She  still  lay  as  Una  had  found  her  ;  and  an  emi 
nent  physician,  who  chanced  to  be  among  the  guestf 
was  bending  oyer  her.  One  glance  at  the  face  told  tb^ 
whole  story — his  bride  was  no  longer  his,  but  the  Irida 
of  Death.  He  made  no  attempt  to  touch  her,  uxd  hig 
voice,  when  he  spoke,  was  quite  calm,  only  u  did  not 
sound  like  the  voice  of  Conway  Hazelwood  j  &nd  that 
terrible  light,  like  dusky-red  flame,  was  turning  omi- 
nously in  his  eyes. 

She  is  quite  dead  ?"  he  asked. 
" Quite, said  the  medical  man  looking  up; 
terrible  crime  ha«  been  committed  here.   The  young 
liidy  has  been  poisoned  I" 

Ah  !  poisoned.'' 

Yes,  she  has  evidently  swallowed  a  dose  of  prussi© 
aeid,  strong  enough  to  kill  a  hori®  in  a  few  minnt» 
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Friends,  a  horrible  murder  has  been  committed— it  is 
^o  time  to  stand  idle— who  can  the  muxderer  be 

Conway  Hazelwood  turned  out  of  the  room  with  the 
game  steady  step  he  had  entered,  took  his  hat,  and  left 
the  house.  Ten  minutes  later,  he  was  standing  i^  his 
own,  and  encountering  his  aunt  face  to  face  in  the 
lower  halL 

Gracious  me,  Conway !  what  brings  you  here?  And 
what  on  earth  is  the  matter — you  look  like  a  ghost  P 

He  stopped  in  his  way  up-stairs,  and  looked  at  her. 
Hare  you  seen  Eugene  ?   Has  he  been  here 
Yes,  and  he  is  here  yet.    He  is  up  in  his  room 
packing  some  things  for  another  journey,  I  suppose. 
Has  anything  hap — " 

Through  the  hall-window  Conway  saw  two  police- 
men passing.  Another  instant,  and  he  had  opened  the 
door,  and  hailed  then.  One  of  them  knew  him,  and 
touched  his  hat. 

*^  Anything  wrong.  Mr.  Hazelwood,  that  you  want 
ms.   What  can  we  do  for  you,  sir 

"  I  want  you  to  make  an  arrest ;  a  great  crime  has 
been  committed  to-day,  and  the  perpetrator  is  here  I 
Aunt  tell  one  of  the  seryants  to  call  a  cab.    I  shall  want 

it  directly*    This  way,  gentlemen*'' 

6 
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In  a  perfect  trance  of  amazement  and  bewildermest, 
Mrs.  Wood  stood  looking  after  her  nephew  and  the  tw€ 
officials  going  np-stairs^  quite  incapable  of  giring  the 
order  he  had  left.  A  little  negro  boy,  who  did  the 
errands  of  the  house,  chanced  to  be  within  hear^ 
ing  distance,  howerer,  and  ran  off  for  the  cab  at 
once. 

What's  the  crime  that's  been  committed  P  one  tA 
the  policemen  asked,  on  their  way  up-stairs. 
"  Murder  I"  was  the  stern  resi>onse. 

Murder  repeated  the  policeman,  aghast.  Aad 
do  you  mean  to  say,  Mr.  Hazelwood,  the  murderer's 
here  V 

I  do  1  He  is  in  this  room  !"  said  Conway,  knock- 
ing loudly  at  Eugene's  door. 

It  was  opened  at  once,  and  by  Eugene  himself.  He 
had  been,  as  Mrs.  Wood  had  said  packing  up ;  for  a 
trunk,  half-filled,  was  open,  and  the  floor  was  strewn 
with  clothes,  dressing-cases,  and  articles  of  all  kinds. 
He  looked  in  unfeigned  astonishment  from  his  brothex 
to  the  policeman. 

"  Oonway  1  you  here  I   What  does  this  mean  f  * 
"It  means!"  Conway  cried,  grasping  him  by  the 
shoulder,  "  that  you  are  a  prisoner.   You  thought  to 
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Moape,  did  you  P  Well  you  haye  failed.  Take  hirn^ 
men — a  cab  is  waiting  below  1'* 

Eugene^  strong  as  a  young  Herooles^  shook  him  in« 
dignantly  off. 

"Are  you  mad,  sir?  Your  prisoner  I  On  what 
charge  ?" 

That  of  murder  I  You  haye  kept  your  threat 
well.  Helen  Thornton  is  dead ;  but,  by  Heayen,  you 
shall  hang  for  it  as  high  as  Haman,  were  you  ten  broth* 
ers  of  mine  1'* 

Eugene  stood  looking  at  him,  utter  and  unfeigned 
amazement  and  consternation  written  in  eyery  feature 
of  his  face. 

"  Helen  Thornton  dead  I  Haye  you,  indeed,  gone 
mad,  or  haye  I  ?  Why,  it  is  not  oyer  half  an  hour  since 
I  left  her,  aliye  and  well  P 

"Away  with  him,  men,  to  the  cab.  Oome,  I  will 
kelp  you  if  he  resists.*' 

His  eyes  were,  indeed,  those  of  a  madman.  Esigene 
looked  at  him  like  one  who  doubts  the  eyidenoe  of  his 
senses. 

"  Conway,  haye  you  really  gone  mad  P  Where  are 
|ou  taking  me  to  V* 

"  To  the  scene  of  your  guilt— to  Helen  Thornton's 
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home.    T&ke  him,  I  tell  you,  men,  whether  ke  reeifitfl 

or  not  r 

Eugene  turned  calmly  to  the  policeman. 

"  All  this  is  Greek  to  me,  but  I  will  go,  if  it  be  only 
to  find  out  what  all  this  mystery  means.  Go  on  ;  I  will 
follow." 

The  cab  was  at  the  door ;  the  four  entered  and  in 
silence  were  driven  to  the  house — an  hour  ago  of  merri- 
ment, now  of  death.  Conway  strode  on  to  the  dining- 
room  ;  Eugene  followed,  in  charge  of  the  two  police- 
men. The  spacious  room  was  a  scene  of  the  utmost 
disorder,  excitement  and  confusion — eyerybody  had 
flocked  back  there.  The  physician  who  had  informed 
Conway  the  bride  had  been  poisoned  was  talking  to  a 
knot  of  friends. 

"  She  has  been  poisoned — murdered^  I  repeat  1  Our 
first  object  now  must  be  to  discoyer  the  murderer  1" 

He  is  here  1"  cried  Conway,  in  a  "roice  that  rang 
like  a  trumpet  through  the  room,  asi  he  stepped  for- 
ward, with  his  hand  on  Eugene's  shoulder.  I  accuse 
My  younger  brother,  Eugene  Hazelw^d,  of  the  murd®r 
@£  Helen  Thornton  I" 
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THE  LAST  DAEK  SOEOT» 

PEISON-CELL,  dark  and  narroir,  the  elaiii 

ing  rays  of  the  ruddy  sunset,  tinging  with 
gold  the  iron  bars  of  the  grated  window,  and 
falling  in  bright  patches  on  the  cold  stone  floor;  its 
Tery  brightness  and  beauty  seemed  cruelest  mockery  in 
such  a  place,  as  it  lay  in  shining  patches  on  the  rude 
trundle-bed,  on  the  bare  deal  table  and  the  solitary  chair 
that  completed  the  dreary  celFs  appointments  :  a  cruel 
mockery  to  whatever  poor  wretch  night  be  confined 
there,  speaking,  as  it  did,  so  forcibly  of  the  bright  fra® 
world  outside. 

A  man— a  young  man—no  common  felon,  either^ 
for  he  bore  the  unmistakable  impress  of  a  gentleman- 
walked  up  and  down  the  celFs  narrow  limits,  his  hand^ 
crossed  behind  him,  his  head  sank  on  his  breast,  his 
black  brows  contracted  in  a  desperate  scowl.  The  pri- 
soner was  Eugene  Hazelwood ;  and  as  you  haTe  seeu 
daged  tigers  tread  ceaselessly  and  sayagely  up  and  dowu 
their  barred  cages,  he,  with  much  the  air  of  a  sullen, 
ferocious,  human  tiger,  strode  his.    It  hais  all  paa^ 
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like  a  horrible  nightmare — ^the  first  shook  of  amazamemt^ 
horror,  incredulity,  the  post-mortem  examination,  the 
coroner's  inquest,  the  trial,  the  frightful  array  of  circum- 
itantial  evidence,  that  arose  as  if  by  magic,  and  con- 
founded eyen  the  most  incredulous.  Throughout  it  all 
the  elder  brother  had  labored  with  appalling  zeal  to  bring 
home  the  crime  of  murder  to  the  younger.  Conway 
Hazelwood  was  as  firmly  conyinced  of  Eugene's  guilt  as 
he  was  of  his  own  existence,  and  that  conyiction  seryed 
in  one  hour  to  completely  change  his  whole  nature^ 
The  gay,  careless,  graceless  Conway,  the  pet  and  darling 
of  the  ladies,  was  gone  f  oreyer  ;  and  in  his  stead  was  a 
relentless,  remorseless,  unfeeling  ayenger  whose  stem 
motto  was,    Justice  though  the  heayens  fall  P 

No  bloodhound  could  haye  hunted  down  his  prey 
more  cruelly  and  unflinchingly  ;  through  him  arose  tbt 
frightful  chain  of  eyidence,  his  mad  loye  for  Helen,  his 
madder  jealousy  and  threats,  his  absence,  his  return  the 
night  before,  the  mysterious  note,  evidently  in  a  feigned 
hand,  that  had  led  the  bride  to  the  conservatory,  his 
short  visit,  and  the  awful  denouement  that  followed  his 
departure ;  his  nearest  relatives  had  been  the  principal 
witnesses  against  him — his  aunt,  his  cousin  Una,  his 
brother  Arthur — all  horified  and  unwilling,  had  to  speak 
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the  words  that  condemned  and  branded  him  as  the 
aardererj  the  servant  who  admitted  him;  eyen  his 
medical  knowledge  of  poisons — were  conclusiTo  proofs 
Against  him  |  and  if  a  last  link  were  wanting^  Conway 
supplied  it,  by  relating  the  snare  that  had  been  laid  te 
foist  the  guilt  on  him.  He  told  the  tale  of  the  nocturnal 
encounter  on  Broadway ;  he  was  positive  now  the  man 
with  the  blackened  face  must  have  been  Eugene.  So 
the  examination  went  on  ;  and  the  first  amazement  and 
mcredulity  gave  place  to  horrible  convictions,  and 
Eugene  Hazelwood  was  held  to  stand  his  trial  for  the 
willful  murder  of  Helen  Thornton,  The  excitement  wai 
unprecedented :  newspapers  were  full  of  surmises  and 
particulars  ;  society  held  up  its  hands  in  horror ;  some- 
body dramatized  the  story,  and  the  lucky  manager  wh© 
got  the  play  had  his  house  crowded  every  night  for  a 
month.  Sensation-novelists  wrought  it  up  into  thrilling 
tales,  with  embellishments  and  decorations  of  their  own^ 
and  the  public  devoured  the  bloodthirsty  productions 
wholesale.  Murder  became  all  the  fashion,  and  poison* 
mg  the  favorite  theme  of  gossip  in  every  circle.  Peopl® 
would  listen  to  no  opera  but  Lucretia  Borgia,  and  all 
the  city  was  on  tiptoe,  im|mtient,  for  the  coming  triaL 
Frightful  woodcuts,  said  to  b©  exact  portraits  of  the 
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iiorderer,  his  yiotim^  and  bereayed  brother^  decorated 
tTery  print-shop,  and  if  notoriety  could  impart  comfort, 
Kftgene  Hazelwood  was  an  enyiable  man. 

Throughout  it  all,  he  had  been  like  a  man  stunned — 
like  one  who  cannot  realize  what  is  passing  around  him. 
He  had  pleaded  Not  Guilty— of  course,  the  most  guilty, 
as  the  coroner  remarked,  do  that — ^but  it  had  been  in  a 
bewildered  sort  of  way,  and  that  bewilderment  had 
lasted  all  through  his  trial.  Some  people  might  think 
it  proceeded  from  the  stunning  shock  of  amazement  at 
finding  himself  thus  suddenly  convicted  of  a  crime  he 
had  never  dreamed  of,  but  very  few  were  so  charitable 
as  to  think  that.  The  proof  was  very  clear ;  the  evi- 
dence wanted  not  a  link ;  his  own  brother  was  his 
accuser ;  his  nearest  relatives  reluctant,  naturally,  to 
give  evidence  against  him,  yet  were  obliged  to  do  it,  and 
believed  him  guilty. 

Weeks  had  passed  since  then,  and  with  those  passing 
week*  the  prisoner's  mood  had  changed.  He  saw  him- 
self accused,  condemned,  deserted ;  Fate,  stronger  than 
be,  was  against  him  ;  and  he  became  moody,  sullen,  and 
savage,  refusing  to  answer  questions — a  dark  and  despe- 
rate man  of  whom  the  very  jailers  were  afraid.  They 
had  been  dreary  weeks  those,  in  some  places ;  those  wero 
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in  tbd  home  of  Mr.  Thornton,  desolata  and  bereared^ 
with  the  broken-hearted  father  lying  ill  unto  death,  in 
the  home  of  the  Haxelwoods,  silent  and  darkened,  where 
old  Mr.  Hazelwood,  shut  up  in  his  room,  neyer  saw  any 
one,  and  battled  with  his  grief  and  shame  in  prou^  soli^ 
tude,  where  Una  went  through  the  dusky  room  like  a 
little  white  ghost ;  and  Mrs.  Wood  declined  taking  her 
meals  at  proper  hours,  and  cried  till  her  eyes  were  m 
red  as  a  ferret's,  and  her  eyes  and  her  heart  ached  alike; 
Arthur  moped  down  in  his  gloomy  studio  and  took  to 
smoking  harder  than  ever,  some  said  to  drinking  also ; 
and  Conway  took  lodgings  within  view  of  his  brother's 
prison,  and  changed  into  a  relentless,  gloomy,  and  stern 
man,  saw  no  one,  and  was  almost  as  much  a  prisoner, 
with  his  own  will  for  his  jailer,  as  his  unhappy  brother. 
Dreary  weeks  to  all,  but  dreariest  in  the  lonesome  prison- 
cell,  where  the  young  physician  paced  up  and  down,  up 
and  down,  brooding  over  his  own  dark  thoughts,  night 
and  day,  and  fading  into  the  very  shadow  of  himself. 
White  and  wan  was  the  face  on  which  the  sun's  rays  fell 
this  evening — the  eve  of  his  trial— for  to  morrow  he  wai 
to  face  the  crowded  court-house,  and  be  tried  for  his  life. 

Shuffling  footsteps  came  along  the  stone  corridor 
without,  a  key  turned  gratingly  in  the  lock  of  his 


THE   LAST  DAMM  SOMWE, 


door^  it  swung  back,  some  one  sntered,  and  it  arm 
ikmmed  to  again.  The  prisoner  turned  round,  and 
saw  the  white  hair  and  bowed  head  of  his  kind  old 
father.  It  wm  not  that  father^s  first  visit,  but  Eugene 
gme  no  token  of  pleasure  or  welcome  m  he  pointed  to 
the  solitary  chair,  and  resumed  his  march  up  and 
down. 

Mr.  Hazelwood  sank  into  the  seat  with  a  sort  of  groan. 

"  My  poor  boy  !  To-morrow  is  the  terrible  day  I 
have  looked  forward  to  in  horror  so  long." 

Eugene  looked  at  him,  moodily. 

"  If  r  felt  like  thanking  Heaven  for  anything,  I 
should  be  thankful  that  it  is  so  near.  Let  them  do 
their  worst,  the  whole  of  them ;  that  worst  can  be  but 
hanging,  and  hanging  is  a  thousand  times  preferable  to 
the  horrible  existence  I  have  been  dragging  out  here." 

0  my  boy  !  my  boy  !  I  am  an  old  mian,  and  why 
did  I  not  die  before  I  saw  this  day  ?" 

He  dropped  his  white  head  on  the  table,  with  another 
groan,  but  Eugene  looked  on  with  a  stony  eye. 

"I  suppose  you  are  aU  preparing  your  evidence 
against  me  for  to-morrow.  It  is  a  consoling  thought, 
than  when  I  am  condemned  I  shall  have  no  one  to  ihsmk 
for  it  but  my  nearest  relatirea  I" 
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Heaven  help  us  !  what  can  we  do  ?  0  Eugene  f  ii 
there  no  way  of  saying  you  ?  Is  there  nothing  that  will 
iell  in  your  fayor 

Nothing  I  It  has  been  clearly  proyen  ih&t  I  wag 
the  last  one  who  saw  Helen  Thornton  aliye  ;  of  c^ourse, 
then,  I  must  be  the  assassin." 

"How  can  you  speak  in  that  mocking  tone,  Eu- 
gene ?  Oh,  why  did  you  insist  on  seeing  her  that  fatal 
morning 

haye  already  informed  you  and  my  all- wise 
Judges  :  to  teil  her  a  secret  connected  with  her  adored 
bridegroom.  To  tell  her  I  could  proye  he  had  one  wife 
already  in  the  land  of  the  liying,  and  two  interest- 
ing babes.  That  would  haye  stopped  the  ceremony, 
I  think,  if  the  laws  of  this  narrow-minded  country 
will  not  recognize  a  man's  right  to  two  wiyes  at  the 
same  time.  Of  course,  my  story  was  looked  upon  as  a 
fabrication  ;  and,  of  course,  it  will  be.  Let  them  do 
their  worst,  curse  them  r  he  cried,  aayagely,  clenching 
Ms  fist,  "I  defy  them  ail  r 

It  was  a  dismal  interview,  but  a  short  one  ;  and  Mr* 
Easelwood  returned  to  his  home  with  a  heart  \eayi8r, 
if  possible,  thm  when  he  had  left  it  He  could  not 
beliey©  Eugene  guilty,  strong  as  the  proofs  were  again»t 
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him ;  but  he  had  little  hope  that  either  judge,  jury,  m 
public  would  join  in  his  opinion.  It  was  a  miserable, 
a  sleepless  night  to  him, to  them  all ;  but  the  sun  rose  at 
last  on  the  day  he  dreaded  to  see.  The  most  horrible 
thing  about  the  whole  horrible  affair  was  that,  as  Eugem 
had  said,  his  nearest  relatives  were  his  deadliest  accusers. 
All-abhorrent  as  the  task  was,  yet  go  they  must,  speak 
they  were  obliged  to.  And  closely  Tailed,  and  wearing 
deepest  mourning,  Mrs.  Wood  and  Una  set  out  for  the 
crowded  court-house. 

Long  before  its  doors  were  thrown  open,  street  and 
sidewalk  were  filled  with  a  sea  of  people,  and  when  at 
last  way  was  made  for  them,  they  poured  into  the  build- 
ing and  filled  it  to  suffocation.  Busy  reporters  leaned 
over  the  desks,  stylishly-dressed  ladies  whispered  to- 
gether and  waited  impatiently  for  the  prisoner  to  be 
brought  in,  artists  came  ready  to  take  correct  pencil- 
sketches  of  the  faces  of  all  the  principal  personages  in  the 
tragedy,  and  all,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest,  had  but 
one  opinion  of  the  issue — ^that  Eugene  Hazelwood  wm 
guilty,  and  would  meet  a  fate  he  richly  deserved. 

At  ten  o'clock,  the  prisoner  was  led  in,  pale,  sullen^ 
defiant ;  the  trial  began,  and  pens  and  pencils  went  t© 
work.    The  case  -wm  ably  opened  by  the  counsel  for  th# 
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jprosecntion,  the  witnesses  against  him  were  plentiful  j 
and  neither  the  prisoner  nor  his  lawyer  could  say  much 
that  weighed  against  the  crushing  amount  of  circum- 
stantial evidence.  With  a  face  that  might  have  been 
cut  out  of  white  stone,  relentless  as  death,  pitiless  aa 
doom,  Conway  was  there  as  his  chief  accuser ;  and  when 
the  case  was  adjourned  for  that  day,  the  mob  poured  out, 
more  and  more  assured  that  their  predictions  as  to  th® 
result  were  correct. 

The  trial  lasted  three  days,  and  with  every  passing 
hour  the  prisoner's  case  grew  darker  and  darker.  It 
ended  at  last,  as  all  had  said— the  jury  brought  in  a 
verdict  of  guilty,  but  with  a  recommendation  to  mercy 
on  account  of  his  youth  and  respectability.  The  closing 
speech  of  the  judge  was  a  touching  one ;  the  stylishly- 
dressed  ladies  wept  copiously  as  they  listened,  and  felt 
very  sorry  for  the  prisoner,  with  the  stern,  moody  face, 
when  they  heard  his  sentence — imprisonment  for  life, 
with  hard  labor.  It  might  have  been  death  ;  but  the 
plea  for  mercy  had  been  accepted,  and  it  was  only  im- 
prisonment for  Kfe.  The  prisoner  smiled  as  he  heard  it 
such  a  strange  smile,  and  turned  his  eyes  intently  on  his 
elder  brother*s  cold  white  face,  but  he  bowei  to  the 
kind  old  judge,  and  was  led  from  the  court  without  a 
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word.  Everybody  went  home  to  talk  aoout  Tlia 
Hazel  woods,  never  speaking  at  all,  but  shrinking  from 
each  other,  were  driven  to  theirs.  Oonway  went  to  his 
desolate  lodgings  ;  but  now  that  his  revenge  was  satia- 
ted a  strange  restlessness  took  possession  of  him — a  wish 
to  see  and  speak  to  Eugene  once  more  before  he  left  New 
York,  as  on  the  morrow  he  intended  doing,  forever.  He 
battled  with  the  desire  for  awhile,  but  it  was  stronger 
than  he  ;  and  as  dusk  was  falling  over  the  city,  he  put 
on  his  hat  and  wandered  slowly  to  the  prison.  There 
was  a  crowd  collected  round  the  principal  entrance, 
talking  in  hushed  tones,  and  with  solemn  faces. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?^  Oonway  asked  of  one  of 
the  men  near  him. 

The  man  looked  at  him  queerly,  but  without  reeog- 
nizing  him. 

"  A  very  shocking  thing,  sir !  The  young  man,  Ha« 
lelwood,  whose  trial  for  murder  ended  to-day,  has  just 
been  found  dead  in  his  cell.  He  hung  himself  sir,  with  his 
|>©cket-handkerchief  to  one  of  the  bars  of  his  window. 
It  has  been  a  horrid  affair  all  througb^  but  thd  end  ii 
Iha  most  horrid  of  ftlL'' 
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MOHG  tile  ■  ^    ui4^a  round  tte  prfiOT'* 

guiX^  enere  stood  a  woman  dressed  in  shabby* 
genteel  mourning.  Tall  and  slight,  and  youth- 
ful of  form,  as  far  as  might  be  Judged  through  the 
large  black  shall  she  wore.  A  thick  black  crape  Tail  hid 
ner  face,  and  was  gathered  close  in  one  small  gloved 
hand,  as  if  she  feared  the  wind  might  flutter  it  eyen  for 
an  instant  aside. 

Conway  Hazelwood,  moody  and  self-abstracted,  had 
not  seen  her,  but  she  had  followed  him  from  the  house, 
walked  after  him  stealthily  to  the  prison,  and  stopping 
and  mingling  with  the  crowd  when  he  stopped,  had 
heard  his  inquiry  and  its  answer.  She  could  see  his  face^ 
though  he  could  not  discern  hers,  and  she  saw  its  stony 
and  rigid  whiteness  turn  to  the  livid  and  ghastly  hue  of 
death.  There  was  a  lamp-post  near,  and  he  grasped  iij 
as  if  the  earth  was  reeling  under  his  feet. 

Are  you  sure  ?"  he  asked ;  and  the  iisan  itared  at 
him  as  he  heard  his  hoarse  vmce,  and  saw  the  frightful 
•shange  in  Ms  face.. 
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The  Jailer's  %  cousin  of  mine^  and  it  was  him  that 
found  him  as  dead  as  a  herrings  not  fifteen  minutes  ago. 
Was  he  any  relation  of  yours,  sir 

The  young  man  did  not  answer.  He  turned  with 
long  strides  and  sought  the  main  entrance  to  the  prison, 
sure  of  admission  and  bent  on  learning  the  certainty  of 
the  ghastly  news  he  had  just  heard. 

The  woman  in  mourning  watched  him  out  of  sight, 
and  then  flitted  away  in  the  gathering  gloom  of  the 
evening — a  darker  shadow  among  the  shadows.  She 
entered  a  stationer's  shop  and  purchased  pen,  ink,  and 
paper. 

"  I  haye  a  letter  to  write  before  I  go  home,''  she  said 
to  the  clerk,  in  a  soft,  sweet  voice,  and  the  tone  of  a 
lady,  "  will  you  be  kind  enough  to  let  me  write  it  here  ?" 

Certainly,  madam,"  the  young  man  said,  looking 
admiringly  at  the  beautiful  white  hand  on  the  counter, 
and  from  it  curiously  to  the  hidden  face.  "Sten  this 
way,  if  you  please." 

There  was  a  desk  in  a  distant  comer,  under  the  Jetj 
of  gas.  The  lady  seated  herself  at  it  and  began  to 
write,  but,  to  the  deep  d' sappointment  of  the  polite 
shopkeeper,  without  ever  raising  the  odious  screen* 

Oh,  hang  the  vail  r  cried  the  clerk,  inwardly. 
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Why  doa't  she  put  the  confounded  thing  up  ?  It's  all 
very  well  for  old  and  ugly,  and  pockmarked  females 
wear  'em,  but  no  woman  with  such  a  hand  as  she's  got 
can  be  anything  else  than  stunning.    Last  Meretiri^p 
ma'am — ^iBve  cents,  if  you  please,"  / 

This  winding  up  of  his  soliloquy  was  addressed  to  i 
customer ;  and  as  he  turned  round  after  serving  her,  he 
saw  the  Tailed  lady  descend  from  the  desk  with  a  note, 
folded  and  sealed  in  her  hand. 

am  much  obliged  to  you,  sir,"  said  the  sw^t 
Toice;  ''good  evening." 

The  gas  was  lit  in  the  streets  as  the  woman  in  black 
rapidly  retraced  her  steps.  She  stopped  a  moment  ti> 
look  at  the  gloomy  prison  as  she  went  by.  There  was  m 
throng  about  the  gate  still,  discussing  the  frightful  end 
of  the  tragedy  ;  but  she  spoke  to  no  one,  and  hurried  on^ 
again,  till  she  came  to  the  lodgings  of  Conway  Hazel- 
wood.  Her  ring  at  the  doorbell  was  answered  by  a  tid  j? 
maid-servant, 

Mr.  Hazelwood  boards  here  I"  sha  asked* 

''Yes'm/' 

"  Is  he  at  home  ?" 

"Ko'm." 

Will  you  give  him  thii  letter  m  soon  as  he  comes 
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Yes^m ;  but  hadn't  yon  better  step  in  md  wait 
Sell  be  in  directly,  and  you  mayn't  see  him  again,  be« 
mum  he  ia  going  to  England  in  the  steamer  to-mor. 

*'¥o/'  replied  the  soft  Toice  behind  the  vail ;  I  do 
Bot  wish  to  see  him.  Giye  him  the  letter  as  soon  as  ha 
srriyes.  Good-night. 

She  was  gone  as  she  spoke— not  a  second  too  soon, 
if,  as  she  said,  she  did  not  wish  to  meet  Mr.  Hazelwood; 
for  scarcely  had  she  turned  the  next  corner,  when  hia 
tall  form  and  pale  face  confronted  the  girl  like  a 
ghost ! 

"A  letter  for  you,  sir,*'  she  said,  presenting  the 
document :  a  lady  in  black,  which  she  has  just  gone, 
this  minute,  left  it,  and  said  it  was  to  be  given  as  soon 
as  you  come  in.    Will  you  come  down  to  tea,  sir,  or  will 

I  fetch  it  up 

I  do  not  wish  any,^'  he  said,  taking  the  letter, 
passing  up-stairs  to  his  room  without  looking 

h%  it. 

A  lighted  lamp  stood  on  a  littered  table  ;  but  the 
whole  room  was  in  a  litter,  for  that  matter,  with  m> 
iant  preparatK)i>s  for  a  journey.  Opened  trunks,  half 
pmk^d  ^$lim%^  clothes,  books^,  and  all  sorts  of  misedl^ 
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Uny  strown  over  the  carpet  in  a  heap.  Indifferently 
enough  he  glanced  at  the  superscription  of  the  letter  as 
he  paused  before  the  lamp,  but  in  that  one  glance  all 
indifference  vanished.  It  was  dainty  enough  chirogra« 
phy,  delicate  but  decided — writing  that  had  character 
in  it — but  nothing,  one  would  think,  to  make  him  start, 
as  if  a  ball  had  struck  him.  In  an  instant  he  had  torn 
it  open,  and  was  literally  devouring  its  contents.  His 
face  altered  so  as  he  read  that  you  would  scarcely  have 
known  it ;  it  had  been  harder  than  marble,  as  cold,  as 
rigid,  as  expressionless  ever  since  that  fatal  morning  on 
which  he  had  found  his  bride  dead,  and  his  brother 
guilty  of  that  Icath.  Through  the  trial,  the  sentence,  it 
had  retained  its  terrible  calm ;  even  the  change  that 
had  come  over  when  he  heard  of  that  brother's  horrible 
end,  and  later,  when  he  had  looked  on  the  purple  and 
distorted  face  of  the  suicide  in  his  prison  cell,  was 
nothing  to  the  ghastly  change  that  came  now.  It 
dropped  from  his  hand  as  he  finished  ;  and  convulsed 
like  one  in  an  epileptic  fit,  he  sank  into  the  nearest 
chair,  great  beads  of  dark,  cold  sweat  standing  on  his 
brow.  It  did  not  last  long ;  these  moments  of  mortal 
mercifully  never  do.  A  decanter  of  brandy  stood 
mi  the  table ;  h®  poured  out  a  large  gk^ssful  of  thd  mw^ 
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gtrong  liquor^  and  drained  it,  as  if  it  had  been  ^ratei; 
The  crumpled  letter  lay  at  his  feet ;  he  picked  it  up, 
and,  with  the  same  ghastly  f  ace,  read  it  over  again.  It 
was  brief,  but  horrible  enough  to  produce  eren  a  more 
awful  result  than  it  had  done,  and  ran  thus : 

My  Deab  HnsBAHTD  : — ^As  I  have  a  strong  inward 

conviction  I  am  the  only  woman  alive  who  now,  or  at 
any  future  time,  will  ever  have  any  right  to  call  you  by 
that  endearing  name,  I  so  address  you,  notwithstanding 
your  conduct  of  late  has  been  rather  unhusbandlike — 
even  unkind.  I  do  not  mean  to  reproach  you,  my  dear 
Conway,  but  reflect  on  the  feelings  of  a  tender  mother, 
whose  offspring  are  torn  from  her  maternal  bosom,  as 
mine  have  been,  in  the  dead  of  night,  by  a  man  in  a 
cloak,  named  Captain  Forrest,  who  stole  in,  like  any 
low-bred  burglar,  through  the  window  of  my  miserable 
house,  and  carried  them  off.  I  understand  that  twin-in- 
fants found  their  way  to  your  father's  aristocratic  city 
abode  shortly  after,  which  satisfies  me  that  Captain 
Forrest  meant  well  by  the  children,  whatever  he  might 
do  by  the  bereaved  mother.  Then,  my  dear  Conway  was 
it  not  still  more  unkind  of  you  to  desert  me  to  starva- 
tion in  the  city-streets.  I  will  do  you  the  justice  that 
you  left  me  free  me  to  choose — and  resolve  to  take  unto 
yourself  a  younger  and  richer,  I  was  about  to  say  fairer 
bride — ^but  that  would  not  be  true — and  'truth  ever 
lovely,'  etc.,  has  been  my  motto  through  life.  Bven 
my  saintly  endurance  was  not  proof  against  this  *last 
mkiniest  cut  of  alL'   I  resolved,  at  all  hasiards,  to  sava 
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fou  from  the  shocking  sin  of  bigamy,  and  fcrsaking  my 
beloved  mother  in  her  old  age,  came  to  New  York,  and 
prevented  it  1  How  ?  you  ask.  'No  matter,  your  wif© 
is  a  clever  woman,  as  you  long  ago  learned,  my  Oonway, 
as  she  hopes  to  give  you  still  more  convincing  proofs 
yet  before  she  quits  'this  dying  world.    Learn,  t^iough, 

0  wise  young  judge,  0  second  Cain !  that  ISugene 
Hazelwood  was  innocent  of  the  crime  for  which  ho  was 
tried  and  condemned.  It  was  I  who  followed  yon  that 
memorable  night  down  Broadway  ;  it  was  I  who  admin- 
istered the  poisoned  draught  to  the  pretty  bride ;  it  was 

1  who  laid  a  snare  into  which,  had  you  fallen,  you  might 
have  stood  in  the  criminal  dock  in  your  brother^s  place, 
It  was  I  who  did  it  all.,  and  I  glory  in  what  I  have  done. 
More  Conway  Hazelwood,  I  will  hunt  you  down  to 
your  dying  day,  I  will  be  your  evil  genius  through 
life ;  and  if  the  tales  of  preachers  be  true,  at  the  Judg- 
ment-seat, on  the  last  great  day,  I  will  be  your  deadliest 
accuser  for  the  wrong  you  have  done  me.  Your  brother 
is  dead  by  his  own  hand,  but  his  blood  cries  aloud  for 
vengeance  on  you.  You  depart  to-morrow  for  foreign 
lands.  Heaven  speed  you  on  your  journey !  Perhaps, 
after  reading  this,  you  may  take  it  into  your  head  to 
look  for  me.  Well,  my  dear  Conway,  look  for  last 
winter's  snow,  for  last  summer's  partridges,  and  when 
you  have  found  them,  then  you  may  stand  a  chance  of 
disco  rering  your  affectionate  wife, 

''EOSE  Hazelwoob.'"' 

It  dropped  from  his  paralyzed  hand  the  second  time* 

^is  terrible  letter ;  and  he- Bat  staring  straight  jeTor® 
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him,  seeing  nothing,  but  with  every  word  he  h&^  tmA 
burning  into  hi«  brain  like  fire.  He  never  for  a  moroes^t 
doubted  its  truth — he  knew  the  writer  of  that  lettef 
too  well — and  his  dead  brother's  blood  was  on  his  head. 

There  was  a  knock  at  the  door.  How  long  he  had 
sat,  his  eyes  fixed  in  that  unearthly  glare,  he  could  not 
tell — ages,  it  seemed  to  him  ;  but  at  the  knock,  loudly 
repeated,  he  started  up  to  a  vivid  consciousness  of  the 
outer  world,  and  opened  his  door.  It  was  his  landlady, 
and  the  good  woman  recoiled,  with  a  scream,  at  sight  of 
him. 

Good  gracious,  me,  Mr.  Hazelwood,  whatever^s  the 
matter  with  you  !  You  look  as  if  you'd  been  dead  and 
dug  up  again  /' 

He  did  not  speak  ;  he  only  stood  looking  down  at 
her,  waiting  for  what  she  had  to  say. 

"It's  a  message,  sir,  from  your  father;  a  servant 
brought  it,  and  has  gone  away  again.  He  wants  to  gee 
you  before  you  leave ;  and  if  you  like,  sir,  I'll  paek 
up  these  here  things  against  you  come  back — shall  I 

Yes— what  is  the  hour  ?  I  have  let  my  watch  run 
down." 

"Just  gone  ten,  sir,  by  the  city  hall.  Will  fon  \m 
be  back  to-night  f 
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"Yea.'' 

His  landlady  looked  &t  him  ourioufllj^  his  face 
?oice  were  so  different  from  the  face  and  Toic©  of  her 
lodger.    The  letter  lay  on  the  ground  ;  he  picked  it  up, 
folded  it,  put  it  in  his  pocket,  put  on  his  hat,  a|id  went 
out. 

"  Won't  you  take  your  overcoat,  Mr.  Hazelwood 
his  landlady  cried  after  him  ;  but  he  neyer  heard 
her  question,  and  was  out  in  the  dark,  chill  night, 
walking,  seeing,  feeling  like  a  man  in  a  dreadful  dream. 

I  do  belieye  his  trouble,  and  the  disgrace  that  has 
fallen  on  his  family,  have  turned  his  brain,  poor  young 
gentleman  the  good  woman  thought,  '^and  no  wonder, 
I'm  sure  !  There's  everything  higgledy-piggledy  over 
the  floor,  it  will  take  me  a  good  two  hours  to  fix  them 
but  no  odds,  he  pays  like  a  prince.*' 

The  shutters  were  closed,  the  blinds  lowered,  and 
there  was  crape  on  the  door  of  the  Hazelwood  mansion. 
The  stillness  of  death  reigned  within,  and  the  servant 
who  opened  the  door  and  led  him  up  to  his  father's 
room  stepped  on  tiptoe,  and  spoke  below  his  breath. 
He  has  never  lifted  his  head,  or  left  his  bedroom, 
spoke  a  word  since  he  heard  this  evening  about  Mr. 
ISugene,"  the  man  whispered,    except  to  tell  h?m  t© 
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gend  for  you.  Ill  go  in  ahead^  sir,  and  let  Mm  kaoif 
jonVo  come/' 

Conway  stood  in  the  hall  without,  but  the  man  wai 
back  directly. 

«^  You^re  to  go  in,  sir,  he  says,  he  ii  all  alone.'' 

The  young  man  entered  his  father^s  chamber.  Dimly 
lighted  by  a  shaded  lamp  and  a  dying  coal  fire,  that 
stricken  father  sat  in  a  large  easy-chair,  his  dressing- 
gown  hanging  loosely  about  him,  his  hands  lying  listle^E 
on  his  knees,  his  eyes  fibbed  in  a  dull,  dreamy  stare  on 
the  red  embers. 

A  few  weeks  ago  he  had  been  a  strc^^,  kale,  up- 
right old  man,  frosty  but  kindly,*'  t3mw  he  sat  bowed 
to  the  dust  with  sorrow  and  sham®,  looking  twenty 
years  older,  at  the  least  He  locked  up  piteously  at  his 
elder  son  now. 

"  0  Conway,"  he  critd,  "  is  it  tree  r 
It  is  quite  true  P' 

He  put  one  trembling  hand  up  oyer  his  face,  his 
whole  form  quivering.    The  young  man  stood  leaning 
against  the  mantel  and  looking  gloomily  in  the  fire. 
You  sent  for  me,"  he  said,  looking  at  his  father. 

Mr.  Hazelwood  dropped  the  hand  coTering  his  tmm^ 
aitd  koked  up. 
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"Yes,  Conway — ^you  are  going  away,  and  1  will 
nmer  see  yon  again  !  0  Oonway,  my  boy  I  my  heart  it 
broken 

"  And  it  is  I  who  haye  done  it  1'* 

"Yon!  No,  Conway  —  yon  conld  scarcely  h«v# 
acted  otherwise  than  yon  did,  belieying  him  gnilty — 

Conway  lifted  his  hand  to  interpose. 

"I  belieye  it  no  longer  I  Eugene  neyer  murdered 
Helen  Thornton  1'* 

"  Conway  r 

"I  am  speaking  the  truth— don't  look  as  if  you 
thought  me  mad.  Eugene  Hazelwood  died  an  innocent 
manr 

"My  Gk)d  !  and  you — ^you  wer«  his  aocuter  r 

"  I  know  it !  his  blood  is  on  my  head,  and— on  that 
of  one  other,  a  deyil  in  human  form.  Yes,  recoil  from 
me,  father,  look  on  me  with  horror,  for  through  me  he 
perished.  I  have  but  one  excuse  to  ofler  in  palliation — 
I  belieTed  him  guilty  when  I  did  it." 

His  father  sat  looking  at  him,  hifl  lips  apart,  his 
eyes  distended,  perfectly  speechless. 

"  It  is  hardly  two  hours  ago  since  I  disooyerod  the 
korrible  mistake  that  has  been  made ;  how  I  discoyered 
%  m  who  the  real  criminai  in,  I  caim^  talL    SulBoe  it 
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to  saj^  Eugene  died  guiltless  of  the  crime  of  murder^ 
more  than  I  shall  ever  be  able  to  gay^  for  ieath  Ue^ 
at  my  door/' 

Still  Mr,  llazelwood  did  not  speak,  could  not  speibk 
,^.he  only  sat,  his  face  rigid  in  that  "vrhite  horror. 

I  have  come  here  to-night  to  tell  you  this,  father/' 
the  deep,  stern  tones  of  Conway  went  on,  and  to  marka 
still  another  revelation  before  I  leaye  my  native  land 
forever.  It  concerns  these  children,  infants  left  here  so 
mysteriously  oH  Christmas  eve.  Father,  these  children 
are  mine." 

There  was  a  gasping  cry  from  the  old  man  in  the 
ehair,  but  Conway  never  took  his  gloomy  eyes  off  the 
fire. 

^'The  letter  found  with  them  spoke  the  truth;  that 
letter  was  written  by  me.  They  are  your  grand- 
children ;  I  have  been  married  for  nearly  three  years. 
I  stole  them  from  their  mother,  no  matter  for  what 
resBon,  and  brought  them  here.  I  leave  them  in  your 
eM'e.  I  know  you  will  provide  for  their  future,  for  it 
tkox  probable  they  will  ever  know  a  father^s  care.  And 
Eow,  sir,  farewell.  I  cannot  ask  your  forgiyenegs  for 
what  I  tave  done  ;  the  only  atonement  I  can  make  is  to 
quit  thi  home  I  have  degolsted  forever.    1  go  to-night 
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—farewell,  father  ;  if  you  cannot  bless,  try  not  to  cnrae, 

jonr  first-born  son  !" 

He  was  gone  even  while  he  spoke.  The  nursery  -wm 
his  way  to  the  staircase,  and  the  door  standing  aj^r 
m  he  passed ;  he  went  in.  All  was  qniet  there';  on  a 
low  French  bed  with  snowy  draperies  the  twins  lay 
i:isleep  ;  their  long  black  curls  tossed  oyer  the  pillows, 
tlieir  cheeks  flushed,  their  fat  white  arms  interlaced  in 
their  slumbers.  In  a  crib  at  a  short  distance,  Mrs. 
Wood's  little  daughter,  Hazel,  was  sleeping,  too ;  and 
the  nurserymaid,  Jane,  had  fallen  into  the  same  state 
at  a  table,  over  her  work.  A  more  perfect  picture  of 
innocence  and  peace  could  hardly  be  imagined;  and 
Conway  Haselwood  on  his  way  to  voluntary  exile,  stood 
long  Hending  over  the  bed,  gazing  at  the  two  pretty  rosy 
faces  therein.  His  thoughts  coald  hardly  have  been 
pleasant  ones  ;  for  his  face  was  dark  as  the  grave,  as  he 
looked  down  with  knitted  brows  and  compressed  lips  at 
his  sleeping  children 

He  turned  away  at  last  as  Jane,  with  a  loud  yawix, 
gave  symptoms  of  waking  up ;  and  going  slowly  down 
stairs,  went  out  of  the  front  door,  without  encountering 
any  one,  and  Conway  Hazelwood  had  left  his  father's 
hxmm  forever  I 
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Half  an  hour  after,  Mrs.  Wood,  antering  her  brother's 
room,  found  him  lying  on  his  face  on  the  floor  m  ooM 
1^  Uf  eldss  as  a  dead  ]imn« 


OHAPTBB  X 
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HE  golden  glory  of  a  June  afternoon  Btreaming 
through  the  wide-open  doors  and  windows  of 
a  pleasant  old  farmhouse,  half  buried  in  a 


tangled  wilderness  of  grape-vines  and  sweet-brier,  fell  in 
brilliant  squares  of  luster  on  the  pretty  medallion  carpet, 
rosewood  furniture,  and  inlaid  tables  of  a  charming  little 
sitting-room.  The  lace-covered  front  windows,  through 
which  the  June  breezes  blew  the  odors  of  the  sweet-brier 
and  rose  bushes  around  it,  overlooked  the  one  long, 
dusty,  straggling  street  of  a  quiet  country- village  ;  and 
the  windows  opposite,  filled  with  flowerpots  and  eanary- 
Uffiges,  looked  out  on  a  flowing  river,  flashing  and  glit- 
tering in  the  summer  sunlight.  So  still  was  the  room 
in  the  sultry  noon  stillness,  that  the  rustling  of  the  vines 
ffid  the  shrill  singii^      the  canirieB  sounded  pretef^ 


xAturally  loud,  and  joined  in  a  drowsj  chorus  with  the 
buzzing  of  the  flies  and  the  chirping  of  the  grasshoppera 
without. 

The  quiet  room  had  but  one  occupant :  near  an  open 
piano,  in  a  low  rocking-chair — that  great  America^  insti< 
tution — swinging  backward  and  forward,  a  young  lady 
sat,  with  a  book  in  her  hand.  A  yery  young  lady, 
loooking  fifteen  or  thereabouts,  with  pretty,  delicate 
features,  a  skin  of  snowy  fairness,  a  profusion  of  flaxen 
hair,  worn  in  a  net ;  small,  restless,  light-blue  eyes,  shift- 
ing but  keen,  under  eyebrows  so  light  as  to  be  scarcely 
worth  mentioning.  The  young  lady  was  dresed  in  deep 
mourning,  its  sable  hues  setting  off  her  blonde  beauty 
like  a  pearl  incased  in  jet.  Her  book  was  Corinne 
and  so  absorbed  was  she  in  its  pages,  that  she  did  not 
hear  the  garden-gate  open,  nor  the  tread  of  a  man's  foot 
coming  up  the  graveled  path.  A  sharp  double  knock, 
like  a  postman's,  at  the  open  front  door,  startled  her  at 
last,  and  rising,  she  went  out  to  the  hall.  A  little  dark 
thin  man,  wearing  spectacles  and  a  suit  of  dingy  black, 
stood  there,  and  the  young  lady  opened  her  gmall  him 
^es  in  astonishment  at  sight  of  Mm. 

"Boctor  Lance  r 

The  little  man  nodded  grimly 
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"You  are  Una,  eh?  I  remember  your  face  verj 
well  !  How  d'ye  do  ?  Anybody  besides  you  in  tfei 
bouse 

"  Aunt  Emily  has  gone  out  somewhere,  but  she  will 
be  here  in  a  moment.  Please  to  walk  in  and  sit  down.'' 
Dr.  Lance  promptly  accepting  Miss  Forest's  polite  in- 
Titation,  followed  her  into  the  pretty  sitting-room,  and 
ensconced  himself  in  an  armchair  beside  the  window. 

*'So  you^Te  all  been  in  trouble  since  I  left  New 
York,  eh.    How  long  is  it  since  your  uncle  died  ?" 

Una  produced  a  handkerchief,  bordered  an  inch 
deep  with  black,  and  applied  it  to  her  eyes. 

"He  died  a  fortnight  after — after  Eugene,  He  wag 
found  on  the  floor  of  his  room  that  night  in  a  fit,  and 
never  rose  from  his  bed  afterward.  Una's  Toioe  was  lost 
in  a  sob.  Doctor  Lance  sat  and  eyed  her  like  a 
stoic. 

"  He  made  a  will,  eh  ?   Did  he  make  a  will 

"  Yes,  sir — ^the  day  before  he  died.*' 

"  He  died  sure,  then !  Who'd  have  thought  it  I** 
fii^id  Dr.  Lance,  parenthetically,  no  way  discomposed  bj 
Una's  tears.    "  How  did  he  leave  his  property." 

Una  looked  at  him,  rather  at  a  loss  how  to  Azuwir. 
Dr.  Lance  put  it  more  directly. 
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"  Did  ae  leaye  you  anything.  Miss  Una 
**Yes,  sir— the  sum  of  five  thousand  dollars  when! 
Dome  of  age," 

He  did,  eh  ?  Not  bad,  considering  he  was  not  a 
lich  man.    What  did  he  leave  Mrs.  Wood  ^ 

An  annuity  for  her  lifetime,  and  this  farm ;  bothj 
with  the  addition  of  three  thousand  dollars,  to  become 
Hazel's  at  her  mother^s  death." 

*^  Very  liberal,  very  !  But  Hazelwood  always  had 
his  hand  in  his  pocket  for  his  poor  relations.  All 
the  rest  goes  to  his  two  sons,  I  suppose 

Oh  no,  sir.  There  were  two  other  legacies,  beside 
what  was  left  to  the  old  servants.*' 

Two  other  legacies,  eh  ?   For  whom  ^ 
Una  dropped  her  pocket-handkerchief,  and  fixed  hei 
shifting  blue  eyes  on  the  keen  dark  face. 

"  Do  you  remember  last  Christmas  eve,  sir  ?  Yois 
were  at  our  house,  you  know,  and  saw  the  two  children 
kft  in  the  hall? 

"  Of  course.    You  don't  mean  to  say—" 
Yes  sir.    Uncle  left  them  five  thousand  dollars 
each,  to  be  paid  them  on  attaining  their  majority,  a^d 
strict  directions  about  theiv  education  ;  and  you,  sir, 
ire  appointed  their  guardim.  *^ 
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Doctor  Lance  neyer  swore  ;  lie  wag  an  instrtio^or  ot 
yonth^  bnt  he  looked  at  this  last  announcement  as  if  h® 
wonld  like  to.  His  dark  brows  knit  portentously,  and 
his  thin  lips  puckered  up. 

What  did  you  say  ?  Appointed  me  their  guardiam  ! 
I  guardian  oyer  two  little  girls  ? 

"Over  three,  sir,  for  Hazel  is  included.  Uncle 
wished  to  see  you  very  much  before  he  died,  but  you  had 
gone  to  Cuba ;  and  as  we  came  here  immediately  after, 
Aunt  Emily  could  not  find  out  whether  you  had  returned 
or  not,  and  that  is  the  reason  you  did  not  hear  all  this 
sooner.*' 

Anything  grimmer  than  Dr.  Lance's  face  the  sun 
never  shone  on.  Una  thought  of  pictures  she  had 
seen  of  South  Sea  idols,  and  made  up  mer  mind  the  aus- 
tere little  Professor  might  have  sat  as  a  model  for  these 
works  of  art  He  jumped  up  from  his  chair,  thrust  his 
hands  behind  him,  and  began  an  excited  promenadi^ 
up  and  down  the  carpet. 

''It's  the  most  preposterous  thing  ever  heard  ot^ 
making  me  guardian  to  a  parcel  of  flighty,  silly  female 
fools — ^for  I  never  knew  a  young  girl  yet  wao  wasn^t  a 
fool — and  the  Hazelwoods  the  greatest  fools  of  all !  H 
I  had  been  with  Hugh  Hazelwood,  I  should  have  p^« 


STOLEW. 


tiyely  refused  it.  The  man  must  hare  been  mad! 
Where  were  his  own  sons,  young  lady,  that  I  had  to  be 
lugged  into  the  matter  demanded  the  Professor, 
turning  suddenly,  not  to  say  fiercely,  on  Miss  For- 
fii  ' 

"  Conway  was  away,  sir,  to  Europe,  and  none  knew 
bis  address.  Arthur,  you  know,  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion—'' 

I  should  think  so.  No  more  b]|^ins  than  a  baboon ; 
but,  then,  brains  never  were  characteristic  of  the  fam- 
ily. I  thought  Eugene,  by  some  accident,  had  got  a 
few,  until  he  proved  himself  as  great  a  ninny  as  the 
rest.  Where  are  these  confounded — I  mean  where  are 
these  children  ?  If  I  am  to  be  tormented  by  them  for 
Che  rest  of  my  life,  it  strikes  me  it  is  time  I  saw 
them  1" 

Una  rose,  and  looked  out. 

"  They  were  in  the  garden,  with  their  nurse,  a  short 
tijne  ago,  sir.    Shall  I  go  in  search  of  them  P' 

Doctor  Lance  nodded  shortly,  and  took  a  pinch  of 
snuff.  As  Una  crossed  the  hall,  she  met  her  aunt 
ooming  in. 

Doctor  Lance  is  in  the  sitting-room,  aunty,  and  in 

•icli  a  fume.   You  had  better  go  in  and  talk  to  him ; 
7* 
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he  lias  gent  m©  af tei  the  children  ;  and  ther®  tksj  m% 
rolling  about  like  little  pigs,  in  the  dust  of  the  road  i 
Jmie  deserves  to  get  her  ear®  boxed  I*' 

Rolling  about,  the  three  little  ones  certainly  wei®, 
in  a  cloud  of  dust  in  the  middle  of  the  road ;  theii 
frocks  that  had  been  of  spotless  white  that  morning 
anything  but  white  now ;  laughing,  screaming,  in  th^- 
glee  of  childhood,  and  tumbling  oyer  each  other,  as  Um 
said,  like  three  little  pigs. 

"  Pretty  objects  they'll  be  for  this  amiable  guardian^ 
to  contemplate  !   Where  can  Jane  be  ?  Why—'* 

Una  leaning  orer  the  wooden  gate,  stopped  siddenly 
at  the  sight  that  met  her  eyes.  A  tall  willow,  whose 
long  branches  trailed  on  the  grass,  was  near  the  gat«d, 
and,  under  its  agreeable  shade.  Miss  Janet  sat,  very 
much  at  her  ease,  and  totally  indiJBEerent  to  the  yery  ex- 
istence of  her  obstreperous  charges.  Not  alone,  either  i 
%  queer  figure  sat  beside  her,  holding  her  hand,  and 
peering  intently  in  her  palm— the  figure  of  an  old  wo- 
man^ miserably  clad,  and  ugly  enough  to  be  one  of  th© 
witches  in  Macbeth," 

^*  Fortune-tellings  eh  mid  Una,  catching  Doctoi 
Lmnce's  sharp  interrogatiye  ;  I  haye  seen  thai  hidaoni 
tld  woman  lurking  about  hsm  often  within  the  Imi 
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week,  and  she  came  oegging  to  the  kitchen«door  jestar- 
daj.    Here,  Jane  T 

Jane  started  up  with  a  yery  red  and  guilty  tm®  at 
sight  of  the  young  lady. 

Look  at  those  children  I"  said  Una,  Are  they 
not  nice  objects,  with  mud  and  dust,  by  this  time  ? 
You're  a  pretty  nurse,  and  a  fine  hand  to  be  trusted  out 
of  sight.  I  suppose  this  is  the  way  they  are  always 
taken  care  of  when  they  are  sent  out  with  you/' 

can't  help  it,"  said  Jane,  rather  sulkily.  ^^I 
can't  do  nothing  with  that  little  limb.  Miss  Hazel 
She'll  roll  in  the  dirt,  in  spite  of  all  the  nurses  from 
here  to  Jericho." 

Very  well,  we  will  see  what  her  mother  will  say 
when  I  tell  her  you  spend  your  time  gadding  with  old 
witches  instead  of  minding  your  work.  Take  them 
into  the  room,,  and  think  yourself  lucky  if  you  are  not 
discharged  at  the  end  of  the  month." 

Janc;,  with  a  yery  sulky  face,  went  oyer  and  dragged 
Mrs.  Wood's  offspring,  with  no  gentle  Jerk,  out  of  the 
dirt,  while  the  old  spae-wife  hobbled  up  to  the  gate  and 
stood  peering  up  in  Miss  Forest's  face, 

^*  Let  me  tell  you  your  fortune,  my  pretty  lady,** 
ah®  iaid,  holding  out  her  withered  hand ;  "  there  mnm 
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be  Bomethmg  yery  good  in  the  future  for  the  owner  ol 

so  handsome  a  face." 

Una  laughed  a  mocking  little  laugh. 
You  can  flatter  better  than  you  can  speer  fortunes, 
old  lady,  I  fancy.    Are  your  hands  clean  ?   No ;  then^ 
I  guess,  I  won't  mind  haying  my  fortune  told.    Jane  I 
I  told  you  to  take  those  children  into  the  house." 

As  Jane  went  through  the  gate  with  her  charges, 
one  of  whom — Miss  Hazel — was  kicking,  and  scream- 
ing, and  plunging  manfully  to  get  free,  Una  saw  hei 
exchange  a  meaning  glance  with  the  old  woman.  The 
young  lady  read  the  glance  aright,  it  said :  We  have 
been  interrupted,  but  I  will  come  again ;  wait  1"  and 
the  fortune-teller  understood,  and  nodded  assent. 

You  had  better  not  be  loitering  around  here,  old 
woman,"  said  Una,  sharply,  turning  after  Jane  into  the 
house.  "We  don't  want  our  seryants'  heads  turned 
with  your  nonsense.  Take  my  adyice,  and  go  some- 
where else  1" 

Without  waiting  to  see  whether  she  were  obeyed  or 
not,  Miss  Forest  went  back  to  the  house,  and  the  old 
woman  stood  looking  after  the  slight  girlish  figure,  with 
the  flaxes  hair  and  the  mourning  iress. 

*^  Like  the  reit  I  like  the  tmt  P*  she  mutter^ 
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Oold-blooded,  cruel,  and  crafty  i  Ah  !  they're  «.  bad 
lotH-a  bad  lot,  erery  one  of  these  Hazelwoods,  jmng 
and  old 

In  the  hall,  Una,  met  Jane,  still  fighting  with  Hazel, 
whose  kicks  and  plunging  were  more  violent  thaii  ever. 

Wash  their  faces  and  comb  their  hair,  and  put  on 
clean  dresses,  and  then  fetch  them  into  the  sitting- 
room,"  were  her  orders.  "There's  a  gentleman  there 
wants  to  see  them.  Hazel,  be  good,  and  you  shall  have 
some  cake  and  jam,  by  and  by  I" 

Little  Miss  Wood,  who  was  a  great  gourmand,  loving 
cake  and  jam  better  than  anything  earthly,  except  mis- 
chief, looked  up  at  this,  vividly  interested  : 

"  Cake  and  jam  !  a  whole  lot.  Cousin  Una 

"Yes,  a  whole  lot,  if  you  are  a  good  girl,  and  let 
Jane  wash  and  dress  you,  and  behave  pretty  in  the  sit- 
ting-room.   Now,  you  go  away." 

Miss  Hazel  at  once  wilted  down,  and  consented  to  b® 
led  o2,  while  Una  went  toward  the  sitting-room.  The 
§ound  of  her  own  name  caught  her  ear  through  the  partly 
open  door,  and  she  stopped  to — ^well,  to  listen.  Mrs. 
Wood  was  speaking,  with  Uttle  tearful  sniffs  for  punotu- 
ibtion-marks. 

"  YaSj  Doctor  I^o®,  m  you  mj,  it  ia  a  very  qnmr 


im 


BTOLEM. 


will,  ieaying  as  much  to  these  two  foundlings  as  to  hm 
own  jttesh  and  blood  ;  but  then  poor  dear  Hugh  was 
always  odd  and  romantic,  and  fond  of  reading  noyels, 
mi  I  daie  say  he  took  his  sentimental  notions  from 
t&em.  Fiye  thousand  a  piece  he  left  them,  and  if 
either  one  dies  before  the  other,  the  surriTor  gets  her 
portion,  too 

"  Melodramatic,  very  said  the  displeased  tones  of 
the  little  pi  of  essor.  "  No  man  in  his  senses  should  haT€ 
made  such  a  wilL'* 

'^And,  if  both  die  before  attaining  their  maJor» 
itj,  the  teii  thousand  is  to  be  dirided  equally  be- 
tween my  Hazel  and  Una  Forest.  He  left,  besides,  & 
letter,  with  half  a  dozen  seals  on  it,  for  these  twinSy  to 
be  given  them  the  day  they  are  twenty-one,  or  should 
either  one  get  married  before  that  age  to  be  given  her 
the  day  before  the  wedding, 

"  Melodramatic  again  !  You  have  found  out  noth- 
ing more  about  those  two  twins,  I  suppose  ?" 

Nothing  at  all  ;  and  do  you  know^  Doctor  Lance, 
ever  since  I  heard  the  will,  I  have  bc5en  thinking  that 
perhaps  the  note  we  found  with  them  told  the  truth, 
md  that  they  really  and  truly  were  poor  Hughes  grand" 
children/^ 
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"I  don't  doubt  it  m  the  least/'  sMd  Doatoi  Ltance, 
with  a  sardonic  snort ;  neyer  did,  from  the  first.  Anj 
one  with  eyes  in  their  head  could  see  the  Haselwoo^ 
paternity  in  those  small  faces  !  Weilj^  my  girl,  wh©r^ 
are  the  children 

This  last  question  was  addressed  to  Una,  who  eii.^ 
tered  at  the  moment. 

^'Coming,  sir;  their  nurse  mil  fetch  them  in 
directly.    Oh^  there's  the  postman  V 

There  vras  a  loud  knock  at  the  front  door.  Una  im 
out,  and  returned  with  a  single  letter. 

It's  for  you,  auntie,  and  in  Arthur's  writing  \ 
Something  wonderful  must  have  happened  to  make  that 
Usy  fellow  write.  ^' 

Something  wonderful  eyidently  had  happened;  for, 
as  Mrs.  Wood  tore  it  open,  and  read  it  without  cere- 
mony, on  the  spot,  she  uttered  a  shrill  scream  of  ueton- 
ishment« 

Good  gracious,  auntie  !  what  is  it  cried  thi 
startled  Una  ;  "  has  anything  befallen  Arthir  or—'' 

•^^Hold  your  tongue,  Una,  will  you ''—exclaimei 
Mrs.  Wood,  in  a  high  state  of  excitement—*^  unt^l  I 
tmA  it  again  !   It  seems  a  great  dtd  too  good  to 
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Oh,  it's  not  bad  news,  then  r  said  Unm,  lookini 
i^lieyed,  while  Mrs.  Wood  read  it  eagerly  again,  with  a 
face  all  aglow  with  surprise  and  delight. 

Well,  I  do  declare ;  such  a  piece  of  good  fortune 
newer  was  heard  of  I''  was  her  cry  at  the  end  of  the  so- 
oond  perusaL  "  Here,  Doctor  Lance,  read  it  and  iee 
what  he  says." 

Doctor  Lance  took  the  letter^  adjusted  his  speotaoles^ 
and  read  it  aloud. 

Dear  Auot  : — There  has  just  been  a  letter  from 
England,  addressed  to  my  father,  anouncing  the  death 
of  his  cousin,  Mark  Hazel  wood,  of  Hazelwood,  county 
Essex.  The  letter  comes  from  the  family-solicitor, 
inviting  my  father,  as  next  of  kin,  to  come  and  take 
possession  of  the  state,  or  in  case  of  his  decease,  his 
eldest  son,  or  next  heir.  Conway  being  absent,  and  no 
news  of  his  whereabouts,  I  start  immediately  for  Eng- 
land to  attend  to  matters,  and  try  and  discover  Conway. 
I  shall  write  to  you  from  there.  Yours, 

"A.  Hazelwood/^ 

And  in  case  he  does  not  find  Conway,  he  is  heir 
himself  to  one  of  the  finest  estates  in  the  county,''  said 
Doctor  Lance,  folding  the  letter.  I  don't  think  Mr. 
Arthur  will  die  broken-hearted  if  bis  crack-skulled  eld^ 

brother  mim  turns  up  f 
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nerer  heard  of  such  a  piece  of  luck  in  all  my 
dajrs,"  said  Mrs,  Wood.  I  wish  he  would  send  for  me 
to  keep  house  for  him.  They  say  it's  a  beautiful  place, 
and  I  always  did  want  to  visit  old  England." 

'^Conway  is  the  heir,  and  after  him  his  children/' 
said  Doctor  Lance ;  so,  if  these  twins  should  actually 
happen  to  be —   Oh,  here  they  are 

Jane  entered  with  Miss  Hazel  Wood  (happily  chosen 
urfme)  and  the  Misses  Kosamond  and  Evangeline  Starr ; 
all  these  with  faces  rosy  and  shining  from  the  combined 
effects  of  good  health  and  a  recent  severe  application  of 
soap  and  water. 

Doctor  Lance  took  very  little  notice  of  Hazel,  but 
he  bent  his  black  brows  and  puckered  up  his  lips  in  his 
peculiar  way,  as  he  looked  keenly  at  the  twins. 

*^The  black  eyes  and  curls,  the  fresh  complexion^ 
sanguine  temperament  and  well-cut  features  of  Con 
way,"  he  said,  reflectively.    ''Madam,  these  little  girls 
will  one  day  be  the  heiresses  of  the  Hazelwoodg. 
There,  nurse,  you  may  take  them  away  again  !" 

"  I  want  the  cake,  Una  I  I  shan't  go  without  the 
cake  cried  out  Hazel,  as  she  was  being  led  away ;  and 
Una  followed  to  keep  her  promise* 

Doctor  Lance  took  his  hat  to  go,  when  they  left  the 
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roomi  declining  Mrs.  Wood's  presiing  invitation  to  etfty 

lor  tea, 

^"^I  am  going  to  New  York  by  the  fiye  o'clock  train, 
and  must  start  for  the  depot  at  once.  If  I  haye  time  I 
will  run  down  in  the  course  of  a  few  weeks  to  see  how 
jon  and  my  wards— confound  them ! — are  getting  on. 
Good  day  V 

Mrs.  Wood  escorted  him  out  of  doors,  watched  him 
out  of  sight,  and  then  went  back  to  find  Una  and  talk 
oyer  the  last  wonderful  event. 

What  a  romantic  thing  it  would  be,  Una,  if  these 
twins  should  indeed  turn  out  to  be  Conway's  children, 
and  after  a  while  come  to  inherit  all  his  great  estate  I 
It  would  be  like  a  story  in  a  novel — wouldn't  it  now  ?'* 

Una  shrugged  her  shoulders  and  smiled  contempt- 
o.ously. 

And  such  things  only  happen  in  novels,  auntie  ! 
I  dare  say  they  belong  to  some  washerwoman,  who  siola 
the  fine  clothes  she  sent  them  here  in.  There  they  ar® 
now,  and  HazeFa  tearing  their  hair  out  in  handfulSj, 

while  Janet's  looking  for—'"^ 

For  what  said  Mrs.  Wood,  looking  out  into  the 
f.srd.eu,  where  the  aurse  and  her  ehmrges  were  disportiBf 

tk^mBelves  in  the  sun.shine. 
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**For  what  she  won^t  find,''  said  Una,  taraing  to 
Imje  the  room ;  ^'for  an  old  woman  I  sent  about  liar 
business  1  I  must  go  and  practice  now,  or  my  music- 
teacher  will  read  me  a  lecture  when  ahe  comes.'*'  ^ 

Una  went  down  to  the  piano  and  e^^mmei3.ced  he? 
practicing,  dreaming  not  that  Jane  and  the  old  woman 
were  at  that  very  moment  in  close  and  confidential 
confab,  while  Hazel  Wood,  all  unheeded,  was  making 
the  life  of  the  twins  a  misery  to  them  by  her  torment- 
ing pranks.  Three-quarters  of  an  hour  after,  while  she 
was  deep  in  the  ^^'^  Wedding  March/*  a  piercing  shriek, 
and  then  another  and  another,  from  the  garden,  made 
her  spring  from  the  music-stool,  aghast,  A.  flying 
figure,  with  wild  eyes  and  terror-stricken  face,  holding 
%  child  in  each  arm,  tore  up  the  graveled  walk  and  into 
the  hall,  still  screaming  in  wildest  terror.  It  was  Jan® 
with  Hazel  and  one  of  tlm  twins,  and  both  were  echoing 
her  frantic  shrieks. 

*''For  Heaven's  sake,  what  ii  the  matter?'^  Una 
mied.      Whereas  the  other  child 

"  0  Miss  Una !  she's  gone !  she^s  gone  1**  shrieked 
Jane,    she's  lost  forever  F 

'^Loet  r    What  do  you  maaaP  have  jou  gOM 


m 


BTOLEW. 


0  Miss  Una  !  it  was  the  old  woman  !  ®h  !  what 
ghftU  I  do  ?   0  Miss  Una  I  the  child's  stole  P 

"  Stolen  !  whatever  do  you  mean  ?  Has  that  wretched 
old  hag  kidnapped—" 

"  Yes,  Miss  Una !  she's  kidnapped  one  of  the  twins, 
while  I  came  up  the  back  way  to  the  house  for  soma 
money  to  pay  her  I  Oh,  what  shall  I  do  !  what  shall 
I  do  r 

"It's  Bogie,  Bosie,''  piped  the  small  voice  of  Hazel ; 
'  it's  Eosie  she  took ;  and  she  wanted  to  take  Evey,  too, 
only  she  couldn't  carry  both." 

Una  stood  still  a  strange  light  in  her  eyes,  a  strange 
compression  about  her  lips.  Jane's  cry  still  rang  out, 
while  she  twisted  her  hair  as  in  utter  terror. 

"Oh,  what  shall  I  do!  what  shall  I  do  1  0  Miss 
Una  !  whatever  shall  I  do  !" 

Her  cries  had  brought  the  rest  of  the  household  to 
the  spot  by  this  time,  and  Una  spoke  at  last. 

"  Search  must  be  made  for  the  old  wretch,  at  once, 
in  every  direction ;  crying  and  twisting  your  fin- 
gers won't  mend  matters  now  I  And  1  hope,"  was 
the  thought  in  her  heart,  "that  it  never  will  be 
mended  ;   It's  the  very  best  thing  that  could  hav« 
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IPTEEN  years  1     Don't  start,  dear  patient 
reader;  yon  have  waded  with  me  throngh 
I   the  last  ten  chapters ;  in  my  deep  gratitude 


for  that,  I  will  not  afflict  yon  with  any  moralizing  on 
the  joys  and  sorrows,  the  deaths  and  births,  the  nps  and 
downs  that  are  sure  to  checker  this  changeful  and  fever- 
ish life  of  ours  in  fifteen  long  years.  Long !  yes,  a  long 
time  to  look  forward  to — ^rery,  very  short  to  look  back 
upon ;  and  now,  coming  with  me,  you  will  look  on  a  new 
scene,  a  little  less  dark  and  tragic  than  those  we  have 
gazed  on  heretofore. 

It  is  a  June  evening  ;  and  fifteen  years  lie  between  it 
and  that  other  June  evening,  on  which  Una  Forest^® 
blue  eyes  glittered  triumphantly,  looking  out  on  the 
dusty  highroad,  in  search  of  the  stolen  child.  The  sky 
is  as  blue  and  cloudless,  but  the  sinking  sun  is  shining 
on  another  village,  many  a  mile  away.  No  thrifty  Qua- 
ker village  this,  with  its  corner-groceries,  its  busy  rail- 
way-station, its  freshly-painted  meeting-houseSy  and 
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mechaiLlc's  institutes^  with  its  streets  all  life  anl  bnertl^ 
ftnd  the  sign  of  the  almighty  dollar  eyerywhere.  ISo } 
this  Toiceless  village  lies  under  the  shadow  of  giant  pine 
and  towering  tamaracs,  hushed  in  stagnant  stillness ;  it 
hm  quaint  little  cottages  with  garden*  in  front,  where 
purple  lilacs  and  golden  laburnums  bloom;  and  the 
women  who  gossip  at  the  garden-gates,  with  long  gold 
emngs  dangling  under  the  silk  handkerchiefs  knotted 
under  their  chins,  speak  a  glibber  and  more  yivacious 
language  than  you  ever  hear  "  down  East/'  A  queer- 
looking  old  stone  church,  and  a  queer-looking  old  stone 
convent,  both  surmounted  by  tall  crosses,  bespeak  the 
faith  of  the  inhabitants.  It  is  the  Church  and  the  Con- 
vent of  the  Holy  Cross ;  the  viUage  itself  is  called  St. 
Croix ;  the  river  sparkling  in  the  distance  is  the  beauti- 
ful 8t  Lawrence;  and  you  and  I  are  in  Lower 
Canada. 

The  Convent  of  the  Holy  Cross,  whose  bell  is  now 
ringing  the  evening  Angelus,  stands  on  a  hillside,  at 
some  distance  from  the  village.  There  is  only  one  other 
dwelling  near  it — a.  building  as  large  as  itself,  much 
more  modern  in  structure,  with  extensive  and  beautiful 
grounds  around  it,  and  inclosed  by  a  high  stone  wali 
The  wall  and  the  mai^ve  iron  gates  have  rather  the  look 
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■of  a  prison,  and  a  prison  it  is  to  some  of  its  ^nmateg ; 
but  on  thesilyerdoorplate  yon  will  find  adifforeiit  stofj: 
''Madame  Moreau,  PensionTiat  DesmoisellesJ^  The  iEost 
stylish  and  exclusive  of  country  schools,  fifty  pupils 
only,  admitted,  as  its  rules  tell  you — thirty  boarders^ 
and  twenty  externes  as  day-scholars.  There  e  some 
wealthy  Canadian  and  English  families  in  St.  Croix, 
and  these  day-scholars  are  their  children.  The  board- 
ers come  from  all  parts — England,  the  United  States, 
the  Provinces,  but  chiefly  from  Montreal.  There  are 
half  a  dozen  female  teachers  who  live  in  the  pensiowmt^ 
besides  four  or  five  professors  of  the  sterner  sex  who 
come  and  go  to  give  lessons.  These  gentlemea  come 
from  Montreal — it  is  near  enough  to  the  city  for  that— 
the  cars  take  them  in  less  than  two  hours  ;  and  nothing 
masculine,  with  the  exception  of  an  overgrown  tomcat, 
resides  within  its  sanctified  walls,  consecrated  by  the  pres- 
ence otjeiXnes  filles^  innocence,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing. 
Jean  Baptiste,  the  surly  old  gardener,  sleeps  in  his 
lodge,  near  the  entrance-gates,  with  his  son  Amad^e* 
who  acts  as  porter  ;  and  Loup,  the  large  Canadian  wolf- 
hound, has  his  kennel  under  the  tamaracs.  Madame  is 
n  widow,  a  Parisienne,  and  drags  out  a  dreary  existence 
m  Canada,  becwse  she  is  making  her  fortune,  and 
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tends  to  go  back  by-and-by  to  belie  Paris  to  spemd  it  mid 
her  old  age  in  luxury. 

The  playground  of  the  school  is  behind  the  house  5 
E  large  place,  with  a  gymnasium,  lots  of  swings^  and 
with  benches  under  the  trees  for  weary  ones  to  rest 
Madame  calls  it  the  "cowr  de  ddrriire^\  She  never 
speaks  English,  and  French  is  the  language  of  the 
school — the  only  language,  in  fact,  the  mayority  of  its 
pupils  can  speak.  They  try  English  now  and  then  ;  but 
they  mince  and  munch  the  speech  of  Albion  fearfully 
through  their  Canadian  teeth,  and  fall  back  on  their 
own  oily  and  glib  French,  with  a  Dieu  merci  /  of  in- 
effable relief. 

There  is  life  enough  in  the  cawr  d$  derr%ir$  now,  for 
the  extemes  haye  gone  home,  and  the  pensionnaires  are 
enjoying  their  evening  congi  before  the  supper-bell 
rings.  Thirty  girls,  of  all  sorts  and  sizes,  of  all  ages 
from  eight  to  twenty,  all  dressed  alike  in  the  week-day 
gchool-uniform,  gray  alpaca,  high-necked  and  long- 
sleeved,  with  neat  linen  collars  and  cuffs,  and  black-silk 
aprons  with  cunning  pockets.  All  sorts  of  girls,  tall 
and  short,  pretty  and  ugly  :  girls  with  curls,  girls  with 
brmds,  girls  with  nets ;  and  girls  with  their  hair  cropped 
ihort,  otherwise,  ^'sk'.ugled.^-     You  im^j  know  i}m 
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Osn^ians  by  ^eir  dark  skin^  their  black  ejm,  and 
tarry  ti^s»(is  ;  1»lie  English  and  Americans  by  their  ia^  rsr 
complexions  and  lighter  hair  and  eyes ;  but  among  the 
tints  the  "brune'*  decidedly  predominates  over  th© 
blonde.  Some  are  developing  their  muscle  at  th^  gym- 
nasium ;  some  are  swinging  ;  some  have  skipping-ropes  ; 
gome  are  playing  Prisoner's  Base  "  ;  some  are  dancing ; 
some  are  singing  ;  some  are  in  groups,  talking ;  all  are 
united  in  one  thing,  making  as  much  noise  as  they  cauy 
and  deafening  the  tympanums  of  teachers  who  are  over- 
seeing the  uproarious  mass. 

All  but  one.  Apart  from  all  the  rest  of  the  tumult- 
uous herd,  under  the  feathery  branches  of  a  tall  tama^ 
rac,  a  girl  is  standing  alone,  leaning  against  the  tree, 
and  watching  the  sunset  with  her  heart  in  her  eyes. 
She  is  not  a  Canadienne,  though  no  Canadienne  ever 
had  eyes  more  gloriously  dark  and  luminous,  nor  mor® 
shining  raven  ringlets  than  those  falling  loose  half  way 
to  her  waist.  A  beautiful  face,  so  young,  so  fresh,  so 
blooming,  the  oval  cheeks  aglow  with  health,  the  pretty 
mouth  of  scarlet  bloom,  the  black,  arching  eyebrows, 
nearly  meeting  above  the  aquiline  nose,  the  broad, 
thoughtful  brow,  and  the  rounded  chin,  fair,  and  full  of 

character.    A  beautiful  face,  proud  and  spixited~yoT3 
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mnld  Bee  that  by  the  bfty  way  it  was  carried  ;  ^  be&nti^ 
M  form,  lights  slender,  and  girlish,  as  became  its  own- 
ar^s  sixteer  years ;  tall  for  that  age,  too  ;  and  the  hand 
playing  with  the  green  branches  dainty  enough  to 
hB  Hebe'E  own.  She  wore  the  sober  uniform  of  the 
®chool,  but  it  became  her,  as  anything  must  have 
become  such  a  figure  and  face.  She  had  a  nickname 
in  school,  "La  Princesse,''  and  she  looked  a  princess  to 
her  finger-tips.  A  portfolio  lay  at  her  feet ;  with  pen- 
cils  and  brushes  she  had  been  sketching  the  sunset,  but 
was  only  thinking  now. 

"  Eye  !  Eve  Hazelwood  !  I  say,  Eve,  where  are 
you  ?"  a  shrill  falsetto  voice  cried,  in  English. 

It  aroused  the  girl  from  her  reverie,  and  she  looked 
©round. 

A  plump  little  damsel,  with  rosy  cheeks,  bright 
brown  eyes,  like  a  birds,  and  two  long,  braided  pig- 
tails streaming  down  her  back,  had  doubled  up  a 
fat  little  fist  like  a  trumpet,  and  was  shouting 
through  it. 

"JSfo  wicir  said  the  young  lady  with  the  black 
ringlets,  in  a  clear,  sweet  voice.  "  Here,  Hazel ;  under 
the  tamaracs.'^ 

^^And  what  are  yon  doing  under  the  tamaraes  ?  At 
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your  everlasting  drawings  I  suppose  ?^  B^id  the  plump 
young  lady,  who,  though  three  years  the  senior  of  her 
companion,  looked  three  years  the  Junior,  and  certainly 
was  that  many  years  her  junior  in  sense.  ^ 
No,  ma  cAe're;  only  thinking.*' 

Hazel  Wood,  no  longer  a  child  of  three,  but  a  young 
lady  of  eighteen,  flung  herself  on  the  grass,  and  looked 
up  in  her  companion's  face. 

"  Thinking's  something  I  despise,  and  wouldn't  be 
guilty  of  at  any  price.  You  had  better  look  out.  Eye, 
or  all  the  blood  will  go  to  your  head,  and  you'll  die  of 
apoplexy,  or  a  rush  of  ideas  to  the  brain.  What  were 
you  ruminating  on  now,  pray  ? — Greek  verbs  or  Hebrew 
declensions,  or  to-morrow's  proposition  in  Algebra,  or 
the  end  of  the  world,  or  what  we're  going  to  have  for 
supper,  or — ^" 

There '  that's  enough  I  Nothing  of  the  sort.  I 
was  Just  thinking  how  swiftly  time  flies." 

"  You  solemn  old  ninny  !   I  knew  it  was  something 
dismal !   You  and  What's-liis-name,  Diogenes,  ought 
have  hung  out  in  the  same  tuD.    Swiftly  time  flies, 
deed !   Every  day's  like  a  month  in  th'js  stupid  old  bar* 
raokr 

"  Do  you  know  what  day  this  is,  Haael 
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•'Let's  sea  I   To-morrow's  half  holiday,  and  we 
^msi  clothes  this  morning,  so  it  must  be  Wednesday. 
I  didn't  mean  that — the  day  of  the  month 
Oh  1  then  I  hayen't  the  first  idea.  My  worst  enemy 
Merer  can  accuse  me  of  knowing  whether  it's  the  first  or 
the  last*' 

"  Shall  I  tell  you  ?  It's  the  twesty-ninth  of  June, 
and  the  annirersary  of  our  coming  here.  Just  six  years 
to-day  since  you  and  I  came  here  first." 

"And  we  are  likely  to  stay  here  six  more,  for  all  I 
can  see  to  the  contrary.  I  declare,  I  am  growing  an 
old  maid  in  the  place,  and  no  prospect  of  leaving  it ! 
That  old  sayage.  Doctor  Lance,  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
himself,  keeping  us  here  just  to  be  out  of  the  way  I  A 
pretty  guardian  he  is  !  and  a  pretty  relation  Mr.  Arthur 
Haaelwood  is,  rolling  in  splendor  in  England,  and  leav- 
ing us  here  to  go  melancholy  mad  if  we  choose  !  I  tell 
you  what  it  is.  Eye,  I'm  getting  desperate,  and  shaU  do 
something  shortly  that  will  skake  society  to  its  utter* 
most  foundations,  if  somebody  doesn't  take  me  out  of 
thisP 

Eye  was  silent  The  luminous  dark  eyes  wer® 
gftsing  at  the  sunset,  misty  and  dreamy* 

Wlx  years  !   How  abort  it  seems !   It  is  Mka  jeskm 
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iay,  Hazel,  since  we  stood  at  your  mothfjr'g  dying-bf^^ 
and  I  received  from  her  hand  that  stranga  packet^  left 
for  me  by  the  uncle  whom  I  never  saw.  * 

HazePs  rosy,  chubby  face  sobered  suddenly, 
"  0  poor  mamma  !  How  we  both  cried  that  ilzj  I 
By  the  way,  Eve,''  jumping  with  a  Jerk  to  another 
topic,  I  wonder  how  Una  Forest  gets  on  in  England  ? 
I  think  it  was  a  very  shabby  trick  in  Cousin  Arthur  to 
send  for  her  when  mamma  died,  and  leave  us  poor 
Babes  in  the  Wood  to  the  mercy  of  that  cross-grained 
little  monster.  Doctor  Lance,  and  that  tiresome,  snuff- 
taking,  old  Frenchwoman,  Madam  Moreau.    There  ?^ 

Hazel,  hush  !  We  have  no  reason  to  complain  of 
Doctor  Lance.  He  is  rather  crabbed,  I  allow  ;  but  he 
means  well,  and  is  as  good  to  us  as  it  is  in  his  nature  to 
be  to  any  one.  Ifo  one  could  be  kinder  than  he  during 
my  illness  this  spring," 

"  I  don't  believe  you  were  half  so  ill  as  you  pretend- 
ed," said  Hazel,  testily.  *'It  was  all  a  ruse  to  get  back 
to  New  York  and  enjoy  yourself.  Dear,  delightful  New 
York  I  I  would  sham  sick  myself  to  get  back  there ; 
but  Where's  the  use  ?  Nobody  will  believe  me  while 
my  cheeks  keep  so  horrid  red,  and  my  appetite  contia- 
mm  m  powerful !   What  blessed  times  we  used  to  have 
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promenading  Broadway  every  aftermoon,  od  frill  Imre 
again,  when  vacation  comes,  please  the  pigs  !  Well, 
Kate  Schaffer  !   What  do  yon  want  ?  " 

I  know  what  you  want,  Miss  Hazel  Wood,"  replied 
Kate  Schaffer,  a  tall,  stylish-looking  girl,  with  a  dark 
Can&dian  face,  though  speaking  excellent  English^  "and 
that  is,  a  little  manners  ! 

"Oh,"  said  Eve,  laughing,  "manners  and  Cousin 
Hazel  might  be  married,  for  they  are  no  relation." 

Miss  Hazel,  no  way  discomposed  by  these  left-handed 
compliments,  sat  lazily  up  on  the  grass. 

"Is  it  near  tea-time,  Kate?  I  smelt  hot  biscuit  a 
while  ago,  when  I  applied  my  nose  to  the  kitchen  don- 
key-hole, but  my  prophetic  soul  is  inclined  to  the  mo- 
tion that  Madame  has  company,  and  they're  not  for 
us." 

"  Your  prophetic  soul  has  hit  the  right  nail  on  the 
head,  then,"  said  Miss  Schaffer.  "Madame  has  com* 
pany,  and  you  are  doomed  to  the  stale  bread  of  everfday 
existence  as  usual." 

Hazel  sighed,  and  gave  a  dejected  roll  on  the  grass. 

"I  have  just  come  from  the  parlor,  though,"  said 
Kate,  looking  at  her,  "  and  I've  got  something  for  ya© 
better  than  hot  biscuit." 
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don't  belieTe  it  I  There^s  nobody  to  se^d  im 
plamcake,  and  that^s  the  only  thing  in  this  world  I  d® 
like  better/' 

Except/*  said  Kate,  still  eyeing  her,  *^Myeourin 
Paul/'  ^ 

Hazel  sprung  up  from  the  grass,  as  if  she  had  been 
galyanized.    Her  eyes  dilated,  her  whole  face  aglow. 

^^OKate!  Has  Paul  come 
Ah  I  I  thought  that  would  do  it,"  said  Miss  Schaf« 
fer,  coolly.  ^^PauFs  better  than  plumcake,  is  he  ?  Oh 
yes  ;  he's  come,  and  so  has  mamma  and  Monsieur  d' Ar« 
yille ;  and  they're  all  going  to  stay  and  take  tea  with 
Madame,  and  it's  for  them  the  hot  biscuit  are,  and  you'll 
neyer  taste  them." 

But  the  hot  biscuit  had  lost  their  attraction.  Hasei 
stood  with  parted  lips,  her  color  coming  and  going,  look- 
ing at  Kate. 

And  Kate  burst  into  a  laugh. 
Do  look  at  her^  Eye !  and  all  about  that  foppish 
Eoodle,  Paul  Schafier,    The  gods  f  oref end  that  I  should 
fall  in  loye,  if  it  is  going  to  make  me  act  like  that.  I 
must  go." 

She  drew  out  of  her  pocket  a  little  triangular  nota^ 
threw  it  to  Hazel,  and  sauntered  oi!. 
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In  a  geoond.  Hazel  had  torn  it  open  and  deToured  iii 
intents,  her  cheeks  flashed,  her  eyes  sparkling. 

As  she  looked  up  in  a  rapture  at  its  conclusion^  nkB 
found  the  dark  bright  eyes  of  Ere  jfixed  upon  her. 
0  Eve  !  he  wants  me  to — " 
Well,"  said  Eye,  gravely,  "he  wants  you  to  do 
what  r 

Hazel  pouted. 

"You're  nothing  but  a  stiff  old  prude  I  I  shaVt 
tell  you  I   Oh,  there's  the  bell !   Come  to  supper,'' 

She  flew  off  as  she  spoke,  like  a  lapwing,  thrusting 
the  note  into  Love's  own  post-oflice — her  bosom. 

Eva  Hazelwood  followed  more  slowly,  fell  into  the 
rank  with  the  rest,  and  marchtd  into  the  salle  d  man- 
ger,  where  a  long  table  was  laid  for  the  thirty  hungry 
pensionnaireSf  and  the  six  teachers. 

After  supper,  came  study  ;  after  that,  evening-read- 
ing and  prayers ;  and  then  the  girls  went  off  to  their 
rooms.  Every  two  shared  a  chamber,  and  Eve  and 
Hazel  had  not  been  separated  from  the  first.  Very 
plainly  these  ch&mbres  d  coucher  were  furnished  :  a 
painted  floor,  two  small  French  beds,  with  hardly  room 
to  turn  in — but  Madame  Moreau  was  of  the  nune 
opinion  as  ^e  Iron  Duke,  that  when  am  bofi&i  to  turn 
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in  bed;  it  is  time  to  turn  out  of  it — washfitaud^  a  tabl&ji 
two  chairs,  and  two  trunks. 

The  room  the  cousins  occupied  was  on  the  second 
floor^  and  overlooked  the  playground. 

Eye  set  the  lamp  she  carried  on  the  table,  arid  draw 
forth  slate  and  pencil  to  write  to-morrow*s  composition, 
the  subject,    Political  Economy/' 

Hazel  did  the  same  ;  but  her  pencil  only  drew  f  ox- 
and-geese,  and  her  mind  was  running  on  a  far  sweeter 
subject  than  dry  "  Political  Economy." 

So  they  sat  opposite  each  other  for  an  hour,  neither 
speaking  a  word,  until,  at  the  loud  ringing  of  the  nine 
o'clock  bell— the  signal  to  extinguish  all  lights  and  go 
to  bed — Eve  looked  up. 

"Have  you  finished  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Tes~no — I  don't  know,"  stammered  Hazel,  wak- 
ing from  her  day-dreaming. 

"  Why,  you  haven't  written  a  word  1  Why,  Hazel, 
what  have  you  been  about  P 

"  Oh,  it's  no  odds  !"  said  Hazel,  with  sublime  indif- 
ference. 111  copy  somebody  else's  to-morrow  !  Let's 
go  to  bed  1" 

"  We  will  hav®  to,"  said  Sve,    for  here  oomes  Miss 

Qreen  for  the  light" 
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An  under-teacher  entered,  t^ok  the  lamp  and  wea4 
<m%^  Eye  knelt  down,  said  her  prayers,  undressed 
repidly,  and  went  to  bed  ;  but  Haze?  mi  by  the  window, 
looking  out  at  the  moonlight,  and  d^i^g  something 
Tery  unusual  with  her,  thinking. 

^^Do  you  mean  to  sit  there  all  night,**  demanded 
Eve,  drowsily.  You  have  got  very  sentiment^]  all  ol 
a  sudden,  watching  the  moon.*' 

*^I'm  studying  astronomy — that's  lill.  Never  yoix 
mind  me.    I  have  got  very  fond  of  it  lately 

I  should  think  so  !  You  won't  have  an  eye  in  your 
head  to-morrow  !   Go  to  sleep 

Go  yourself  1''  said  Hazel  testily,  and  don't  both- 
er F 

Eve  did  as  directed,  and  dropped  asleep  ten  miaufce® 
after.  The  convent-bell  pealing  eleven  awoke  her  from 
&  vivid  dream  of  seeing  Hazel  drowning,  and  she  started 
up  in  bed,  her  heart  throbbing. 

"  0  Hazel !  I  have  had  such  a  dream !  Are  you 
asleep 

Ko,  Hazel  was  not  asleep—was  not  in  the  room  at 
&11 !  The  full  midnight  moon  shining  in  showed  an 
©mpty  bed,  a  vacant  chair,  and  an  open  window. 

It  all  flashed  on  Eve  at  onee,  she  rose  up  mA  wemt 
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%o  the  window.  Yes,  there  was  a  rope-ladder,  and  there 
were  two  figures  walking  in  the  moonlight,  under  the 
shadows  of  the  tiees— one,  the  tall  form  of  a  man ;  the 
other,  shawled  and  hooded,  Hazel  Wood. 

Eve  went  back  to  her  bed,  her  cheeks  buriiing,  her 
heart  throbbing.  Ten  minutes  passed,  twenty,  half  an 
hour,  and  then  she  heard  Hazel  enter  softly,  and  pause 
to  listen  for  an  instant. 

*^Good  night,*'  Eve  heard  her  breathe  softly  to  some 
one  below,  as  she  shut  the  window.  She  is  asleep. 
Farewell  until  to-morrow 

After  which  Miss  Wood  retired  to  rest,  but  not  to 
sleep.  Long  after  F^^^  had  dropped  once  more  into  the 
innocent  and  untroubled  slumber  that  rarely  comes  after 
sixteen,  seldom  with  boarding-school  damsels  lasts  so  long. 
Hazel  was  tossing  back  and  forth  on  her  pillow,  her 
heart  in  a  tumult  of  delicious  unrest,  and  one  name  ever 
on  her  lips:    "Dear,  dear,  dear,  Paul  I" 

*  *  Love  not  i  love  not  I  0  warning  vainly  said  I** 

Very  true.  Mm  Norton,  and  one  moth  will  not  take 
warning  by  its  singed  brother,  but  will  flutter  round 
the  fiery  fascination  until  its  own  wings  are  singed,  and 
hm  nothing  left  to  do  but  drop  down  and  die.    And  so. 
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Hazel  Wood,  poor  little  fool !  dream  on  while  yon  may ! 
You  will  pass  througli  the  fiery  ordeal,  and  your  darlimg 
Paul  will  care  just  as  much  ai  the  candle  does  for  the 
Moth  I 


CHAPTER  XIL 
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''Welir 

"  How  long  haTe  you  been  up,  I  shouM 
like  to  know 

''Half  an  hour/* 

Hazel  Wood  rose  upon  her  elbow  in  bad  with  a  loud 
yawn.  The  morning  sunlight  streaming  in  through  the 
apen  window,  with  the  matin  songs  of  the  birds,  and 
Ike  sweet  scents  of  lilacs  and  laburnums  fell  on  Etc 
Hazelwood,  putting  the  finishing  touches  to  her  toilet 
before  the  glass.  It  was  a  lovely  face  that  glass  re- 
flected ;  the  cheeks  yet  flushed  from  sleep,  her  bright 
dark  eyes  so  starry  and  lustrous,  and  the  profusion  mi 
flittering  jetty  riaglefei  falling  freshly  combed,  is  a 
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sMning  shower  over  her  shoulders.  Hazel  showed  lief 
appreciation  of  the  picture  by  another  prodigious  yawn, 
and  a  lazy  roll  oyer  in  bed. 

How  doth  the  little  busy  bee  improve  each  shin- 
ing—  I  say,  Eye  I  what  set  you  up  at  such'^am  ua« 
christian  hour 

"It  is  not  an  unchristian  hour.  It  is  half -past  fiva 
o'clock." 

"  And  what  do  you  call  that,  I  should  like  to  know  ? 
O  yaw-w-w  !   I  feel  as  if  I  could  sleep  a  week 

"If  people  go  to  bed  at  proper  hours,"  said  the  pretty 
wiseacre  before  the  glass,  "  they  will  be  able  to  rise  at 
proper  hours,  and  not  want  to  be  stewing  in  a  hot  bed 
such  a  lovely  morning  as  this  !" 

This  hint  was  pretty  broad,  but  Miss  Wood  never 
took  hints.  She  tumbled  lazily  off  her  couch,  and  be- 
gan slowly  and  with  many  yawns  to  dress, 

"What  noise  the  birds  are  making  P  she  said,  with 
a  dissatisfied  air.    "  Is  the  day  fine,  Eve 

Eve  opened  her  black  eyes  at  this  question,  the  littl® 
room  being  fairly  flooded  with  sunlight 

"  No,  a  tempest  is  raging—don't  you  se©  it  ?  Ar© 
you  sure  you  are  quite  awake,  Miss  Wood 

^'ITofc  so  very/'  said  H^el,  rubbiag  her  eyea,  "but 
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Fm  very  glad  it's  fine.  We  are  going  to  haye  th©  Jollii^ 
time  to-day,  Bye 

"  Jolliest  I  That^s  a  nice  word  from  a  young  lad/» 
lips/' 

Oh,  bother  1  I'd  be  sorry  to  be  a  young  lady  I  I 
tell  you  we  are  in  for  heaps  of  fun  before  night !" 

Are  we  T*  said  Eve,  sitting  down  by  the  window, 
where  Hazel  had  sat  last  night,  and  taking  up  her  G@r«» 
man  grammar,  ^^how  is  that  ?" 

It's  half-holiday,  you  know,  any  way/'  said  Hazel, 
vividly  interested  at  once  in  her  subject,  and  what'a 
more,  it's  Kate  Schaffer's  birthday,  and  her  mamma  is 
going  to  give  a  grand  fite  champStre  this  afternoon,  ia 
their  grounds,  and  all  the  girls  Kate  likes  are  to  be  in- 
vited/' 

"Indeed  ?  Kate  said  nothing  about  it  yesterday.** 
"  For  a  very  good  reason — she  knew  nothing  about 
it,  and  does  not  yet.  It  was  that  brought  Madame  Schaf- 
fer  here  last  evening,  and  Madame  Moreau  gave  permii- 
aion,  of  coursa — catch  her  refusing  the  rich  SchaSerf 
scything — and  Kate  is  to  be  told  this  afternoon  !" 

Eve  fixed  her  powerful  dark  eyes  on  Hazel's  radiftat 
face. 

AMd  hjw  did  you  find    out,  may  I  fisk  ?** 
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Oh  I "  exclaimed  Hazel,  pettishly,  but  with  the 
gailty  scarlet  mounting  to  her  face,  that's  my  secret ! 
Perhaps  I  dreamt  it,  or  perhaps  a  little  bird  told  me, 
or—'' 

Or  more  likely  Mr.  Paul  Schaffer  told  you  last 
Slight." 

Hazel  suddenly  dropped  the  hairbrush  she  was  losing 
and  stood  confounded. 
"Eye!" 

"  Oh,  I  know  all  about  it,  my  dear  !  How  the  note 
yesterday  made  the  appointment ;  how  you  sat  up  last 
night  at  this  window  watching  until  you  saw  him  enter 
the  grounds ;  how  he  supplied  you  with  a  rope-ladder ; 
and  how  you  had  an  interriew  with  him,  and  got  back 
here  about  midnight !  Don't  trouble  yourself  to  tell 
fibs.    I  was  not  asleep,  though  you  thought  so  !" 

And  you  stayed  awake  to  play  the  spy  upon  me  I 
Et©  Hazelwood — " 

"  You  know  better  than  that  I  I  y^m  asleep  when 
you  left  the  room  ;  but  I  awoke,  missed  you^  found  the 
window  open,  and  made  use  of  my  ey@s — that  is  alL 
What  am  I  to  think  of  such  conduct,  Oousin  H$isel  P  ^ 

''What  you  please,  Oousin  Et®  I  '* 

"  Are  you  not  sbsham©^  ?  ^ 
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^^Kot  the  least  I'' 

One  of  Eve^s  feet  was  beating  m.  excited  tattoo  m 
the  painted  floor,  and  her  cheeks  #ert  i  ke  rosy  flame. 
Hazel,  are  yon  engaged  to  this  ojaa 

"Now,  now.  Grandmother  Jmiiity,  I  won't  have  anj 
of  your  lecturing.  Engaged  !  fiddlesticks  1  Oan't  one 
enjoy  a  schoolgirl  flirtation  w^;hout  being  so  dowdyish 
as  to  get  engaged !  Your'e  the  greateit  goose,  Eve 
Hazel  wood,  that  ever  wore  craoline  I" 

Eve  opened  her  grammar  silently;  her  lips  com- 
pressed, her  cheeks  more  deeply  flashed. 

"And  nowyou^re  cross,"  broke  out  Miss  Wood,  resent 
fully,  who  liked  her  cousin  to  be  in  a  talking  mode,  even 
when  she  talked  to  chide.  Now,  will  you  tell  me 
Where's  the  very  great  crime  in  what  Pve  done?  Al! 
schoolgirls  flirt,  and  why  shouldn't  I 

"Schoolgirls  have  no  business  to  flirt,  then;  least 
of  all,  with  such  men  as  this  Paul  Schaffer." 

"  This  Paul  Schaffer !"  still  more  resentfully.  "D@ii't 
you  say  anything  against  him,  Miss  Hazelwood,  if  yom 
want  to  be  friends  with  me.  You  don't  know  him,  ami 
m  have  no  right  to  speak 

It  is  because  I  am  your  friend  that  I  do  speak.  An 
for  knowing,  it  is  true  I  never  saw  him ;  but  from  wha* 
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jou  and  ills  cousin  say  of  him^  I  judge  he  is  notidng  but 
a  vain,  conceited  coxcomb/' 

Notiiing  of  the  sort.  He  may  be  a  little  ftiii,  1 
sdlow^  but  then  he  is  as  handsome  as  an  angeL  If  j^u 
were  good-looking  yourself,  you  would  be  conoeii^d,  tooj 
I  dare  say  f 

Eve  smiled  a  little.  She  knew  perfectly  well  sh§ 
was  more  than  good-looking,  but  the  small  sin  of  vanity 
was  not  hers. 

Hazel,  take  care !  You  may  bo  sorry  some  day. 
If  I  were  you  I  would  have  nothing  to  do  with  Paul 
Schaffer." 

"Of  course,  you  wouldn't,"  said  Hazel  with  a  sneer, 
9,Dd  binishing  her  brown  hair  furiously.  Nothing  less 
than  a  king  on  his  throne,  or  a  hero  of  a  novel,  would 
suit  La .  Princesse,  They  say  the  Prince  of  Wales  will 
visit  Canada  this  summer ;  perhaps  you  might  conde- 
scend to  marry  him/' 

Eve  smiled  again,  and  lifted  her  beautiful  head  with 
a  gesture  graceful  and  proud. 

I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,  ma  chhre;  certainly  I 
frould  not  if  I  had  m  other  reason  than  his  being  Prince 
of  Wales.  Besides,*'  with  a  laugh,  Paul  Schaffer  n 
a  German.    WouM  you  mmx^  a  sourkrout-eating, 
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kger-bier  drinking,  meerschaum-pipe-smoking  0atek« 

Queen  Victoria  married  one.  I  don't  pretend  to 
1^  sboYe  my  betters/* 

*^Well,  please  yourself/'  said  Eye,  rising  at  tha 
gound  of  a  bell  ringing  a  rousing  reveille  to  the  noisy 
pupils,  ''and  then  you  won't  die  in  a  pet.  Make  haste 
down  stairs,  or  you  will  be  marked  '  late,'  as  usual 

Hazel  had  no  need  to  warn  Eye  not  to  tell ;  she 
knew  her  too  well  for  that.  She  did  hurry  down  stairs, 
and  met  the  other  pensionnaires  tearing  like  comets 
through  the  corridors  and  down  stairs  to  morning 
prayers,  jerking  aprons  and  collars  straight  as  they 
went.  There  was  no  time  for  further  talk  ;  for  after 
prayers  came  study;  after  that,  breakfast;  and  the 
morning  play-hour,  which  followed,  was  lost  to  Hazel, 
who,  to  her  intense  annoyance,  was  called  afE  to  practice 
her  last  music-lesson. 

Thursday  being  a  half-holiday,  the  girls  dined  at 
twelve — an  hour  earlier  than  usual;  and  just  as  the 
demi-pensionnaires  were  tying  on  their  hats  to  go  home. 
Madam  Moreau,  a  bland  and  debonnaire  Frenchwoman, 
sailed  into  the  classroom  with  a  mighty  rustling  of  silk 
iouncei,  and  smiling  announced  the  delightful  fact  of 
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Ihu  Sciafier  f&te^  and  that  all  the  young  ladies  iiiTitei 
by  Mademoiselle  Schaffer  were  at  liberty  to  go. 

^^J  want  all  the  girls  in  our  diyision  to  go/^  sai4 
Kate   who,  used  to  petting,  and  all  sorts  of  pleasant 
surprises  from  her  doting  mamma,  took  the  aiinounce 
ment  very  coolly,  "and,  in  fact,  the  whole  school, 
madame,  if  youll  let  them  come/* 

Madame  graciously  gave  permission,  and  swept  out 
again  ;  and  her  departure  was  the  signal  for  an  uproar 
that  would  have  shamed  Babel.  Kate  Schaffer  was 
seized  by  dozens  of  hands,  and  seemed  in  imminent 
danger  of  being  kissed  to  death. 

"  There,  there,  girls  !  don^t  smother  me  r  she  impa- 
tiently cried,  breaking  free.  "You  day-scholars  got 
home,  can't  you,  or  you'll  never  be  in  time,  and  the  rest 
of  you  let  me  alone  !  Eve  Hazelwood,  where  are  jon  f 
I  want  you/* 

"  What  for  ?  to  kiss  you      Eve  asked,  laughing. 

Kate  made  a  grimace. 
-KTo,  thank  you.  I  have  had  enough  of  that.  If 
there  is  one  thing  in  this  world  more  sickening  than 
another,  it  is  schoolgirl  kisses.  It  is  worse  than  pepper- 
mint candy,  and  that  is  fit  for  neither  gods  nor  m/Bu» 
What  are  you  going  to  wear  ?" 
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Wjhite^  I  suppose.    I  haye  nothing  else.'* 
And  yon  know  it  becomes  you.   I  say,  Bt©,  Pro- 
fessor D'Arville  is  to  be  there,  and  you  mustn^t  ent  me 

Bali  I   Ib  he  so  handsome,  then 

"  Like  an  angel.    All  the  girls  are  wild  about  him." 

"  Oh,  I  know  that.  He  has  been  the  burden  of  all 
their  songs  ever  since  my  return.  Are  there  to  be  many 
gentlemen 

"Half  a  dozen  only.    I  know  all  about  it,  thought 

mamma  thinks  I  am  in  a  delightful  state  of  ignorance. 
"Monsieur  D'Aryille,''  said  Kate,  reckoning  on  her  fin- 
gers, "he*s  one;  Paul  Schaffer  is  two;  brother  Louis, 
three ;  and— ^ 

"And  there's  the  dinner-bell,  that's  four.  Oom« 
along     cried  Hazel  Wood,  rushing  past. 

Immediately  after  dinner,  the  young  ladies  flocked 
up  to  their  rooms  to  dress,  and  in  half  an  hour  reap- 
peared, en  grmide  fawte^— which,  in  English,  means  :*n 
white  muslin  dresses,  streaming  blue  and  rose  ribbons^ 
and  straw  flats.  Fairest,  where  all  were  more  or  less  fair, 
Eyo  Hazelwood  stood  in  their  midst ;  her  thin,  sunny 
white  dress  floating  about  her,  the  rosy  ribbons  less  bright 
thm.  the  roses  on  hei*  cheeks,  and  all  her  beautiful  emrl% 
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mailing  the  plump  white  shoulders,  pM&lj  trsoaahle 
under  the  gauze. 

Two  carriages  were  at  the  door  waiting;  and  in  a 
high  state  of  bustle,  delight,  and  excitement,  that  we 
neyer  feel — morels  the  pity  ! — after  our  bread-a^d-bufc- 
ter  days,  the  pensionnaires  fluttered  ir,  and  took  their 
seats.  As  they  drove  along  the  dirty  highroad,  every 
cottage  gate,  door  and  window  were  lined  with  admir- 
ing  faces,  for  the  pretty  schoolgirls  were  the  prida 
and  delight  of  St.  Croix ;  and  there  were  bowing  and 
smiling,  and  throwing  of  kisses,  and  waving  of  hand* 
kerchiefs,  until  they  reached  the  outer  gate  of  the 
Schaffer  mansion.  Over  the  gate  there  was  an  arch 
of  evergreens,  with  the  word  Welcome,'*  in  letters 
made  of  red  and  white  roses  ;  and  here  the  carriages 
stopped,  and  their  fair  inmates  alighted.  A  trot  >p 
of  the  village-children,  with  baskets  on  thir  arm% 
went  before  them,  scattering  flowers,  and  singing  t!i  j 
song  go  popular  among  the  MHtam^  Vive  la  Oaa^ 
dienne 

"  0  Kate,'^  Bve  Hazelwood  cried,  ^  they  walked 
the  broad  avenue  together,  "how  charming  such  j 
birthday-welcome  is,  and  what  it  is  to  have  a  mother  i 
love  !   I  almost  wish  I  were  a  Oanadieane  to-day  T 
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I  wouldn't  be  anything  else  for  the  world  !  Jjmk  f 
there's  mamma  and  a  whole  crowd  of  ladiag  and  gentle^ 
men  over—" 

Kate's  words  were  drowned  in  a  storm  of  music. 
A  band,  under  a  grove  of  tamaracs,  struck  up  the 
national  anthem  of  Lower  Canada,  ^^A  la  Olaire  Fon* 
iaimP^  Monsieur  and  Madame  Schaffer,  at  the  head 
of  a  host  of  guests,  came  forward  to  embrace  their 
daughter,  and  welcome  her  friends. 

'^And  where  is  my  pet,  my  beauty,  my  lovely 
American  rose  ?"  madame  cried,  with  very  French  effu- 
sion.     Where  is  my  oeautif ul  evening-star 

Gracious,  mamma  1  don't  be  so  hifalutin  !  Eve, 
come  here  ;  mamma  wants  you 

"You  darling  child  1"  madame  exclaimed,  kissing 
her  on  both  cheeks,  "  I  am  enraptured  at  seeing  you 
again.  Let  me  look  at  you — they  told  me  you  were 
sick,  but  you  are  blooming  as  a  June  rosebud  ^ 

am  better,  madame,"  Eve  said,  with  a  littto 
laugh  and  a  vivid  blush.    "  I  am  quite  well  again  !" 

"  I  don't  believe  she  was  sick  at  all,  mamma.  It  was 
only  a  ruse,  as  Hazel  Wood  says,  to  get  back  to  her  dear 
Hew  York.  She  likes  it  ever  so  much  better  Vksm 
Montfferf." 
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**Very  bad  taste  on  mademoiselle's  pa^t^*'  t 
gentieman  on  whose  arm  Madame  Schaffer  !^iied 
"  noisy,  restless  place  that  it  is  !  One  stroll  dow^  Hotr-. 
Dame  street  is  worth  a  dozen  Broadway  promt 
nades." 

0  Monsieur  D'Arville,  this  is  the  first  t:m.a  jyu 
have  seen  your  pupil— your  star  pupil,  also—is  it  not  ? 
How  stupid  of  me !  Mademoiselle  Hazel wood^  jom 
future  preceptor,  Monsieur  D'Aryille  1" 

Eye  dropped  her  dark  eyelashes  and  bowed  This 
then  was  the  angel  of  Miss  Kate  Schaffer's  dreams— 
strikingly  handsome,  certainly,  with  a  dark,  colorless. 
Creole  face ;  dark  dreamy  eyes,  half  closed  and  a  little 
sleepy-looking  in  repose,  but  that  could  open  and  flask 
fire,  too,  when  roused,  as  a  second  glance  would  tell  you: 
a  low,  broad  fero^  ;  a  mouth  compressed  and  a  littli 
stern ;  and  hands  and  feet  of  most  lady-like  delicacy  and 
imadness.  He  was  not  tall,  rather  under  the  medium 
size,  and  slender  and  boyish  of  form.  His  lack  of  stat* 
ure,  his  half -closed  eyes,  ^ed  regularity  of  features^,  gaTi 
him  a  somewhat  effeminate  appearance  at  first  sight;  bmt 
Layater  could  have  read  another  story  in  those  thin 
oompressed  lips,  that  arched  and  quivering  nostril,  and 
the  fl^h  t^***  now  and  then  leaped  out  from  under  hii 
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long  eyelashes.  He  spoke  with  a  slight  accent,  but  im 
txcellent  English. 

Monsieur  is  a  Canadian,  and  at  liberty  to  like  Notre 
Dame  street :  I,  an  American  girl,  wish  leave  to  adore 
Broadway.    There  is  no  place  like  it  under  the  mm  P 

BraTo,  Eve  !  you  always  were  a  brick,  and  ready  to 
fight  for  the  land  of  Washington  !  How  do  you  find 
yourself  all  these  ages  ?   Pretty  jolly,  I  hope  !" 

Eve  knew  that  free  and  easy  voice,  and  was  used  to  it ; 
but  with  the  dark  eyes  of  Professor  D'Arville  looking 
on,  it  discomfited  her  for  the  first  time.  She  turned 
round  good-naturedly,  though,  to  return  Louis  Schaf- 
fer's  greeting,  and  gave  the  tall  boisterous  hobbledehoy 
to  understand  she  was  as  jolly  as  could  be  expected. 

You  look  like  it !  not  much  like  a  sick  case,  eh  ? 
Where's  Hazel  ?  She's  the  stunningest  girl  in  the 
pmsionnat 

"There  glie  is  with  Cousin  Paul,*'  said  Kate  ;  **but 
don't  you  go  bothering  1    She  don't  want  you,  I  can  tell 

"  AU  right,  then  !"  said  easy  Louis,  strutting  oS  ; 
^  thei^'s  lots  more  girls,  and  I'm  going  for  a  good  time 
among  them,  ' 

Hazel  did  not  want  Mm.    leaning  on  the  arm  ft 
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tall,  fashionably-dressed,  good-looking  young  man,  @h# 
waa  coming  toward  them,  talking  earnestly. 

"  But  she  is  so  pretty,  Paul — so  yery,  yery  pretty,  I 
sm  afraid  you  won^t  care  for  me  after  you  see  Eye/* 

*^My  dear  little  Hazel !  don't  be  a  goose  I  I  have 
heard  so  much  of  this  fair  cousin  of  yours,  that  I  feel 
naturally  curious  to  see  her — that  is  all.  I  sha'n't  like 
her,  I  know — I  never  did  fancy  ice-cream." 

And  Eye  is  a  prude— cold,  and  sensible  as  a  female 
Solomon  I  You  should  haye  heard  her  lecture  me  for 
meeting  you  last  night  I'* 

"  Did  she  ?  Giye  her  my  compliments  the  next  time 
she  presumes  to  lecture,  and  inform  her  the  eleyenth 
commandment  is,  ^  Mind  your  own  business  V 

0  Paul  I  and  you  are  sure,  quite  sure,  you  won't 
like  her  better  than  me  ?  She  is  so  pretty,  and  you  ad- 
mire beauty  so  much !" 

*^Bah!  *The  girl  that  all  are  praising  is  not  the 
girl  for  me.*  I  haye  seen  the  Venus  Celestis  in  marble 
and  oil-coiors,  hundreds  of  times,  and  I  neyer  fell  in 
loye  with  it  yet.  I  tell  you  I  don't  like  nonnettes,  and 
icebergs  in  white  muslin.  You,  my  little  wild  rose,  suit 
me  exac^tly  ;  and  we  will  leaye  the  cold  white  lily  to — ^ta 
Professor  D'Aryille.'* 
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And  there  she  ts  tallcag  to  Professor  D^Arriltej 
now  !  Oh,  I  am  so  glad,  Paul,  that  jou  will  Dot  life® 
her  better  than  you  do  me  !  Come  along,  and  jou  shiU 
hsTe  an  introduction/' 

Paul  Schaffer  aad  heard  enough  of  Eye  Hazelwood 
to  be  prepared  to  see  an  extremely  pretty  girl,  but 
hardly  the  beautiful  face  that  turned  to  him  as  Hazel 
went  through  the  formula  of  introduction.  HazeFs 
eyes  were  upon  him,  so  he  betrayed  neither  surprise  nor 
admiration,  but  both  were  in  his  heart.  Hazel's  more 
girlish  good  looks  lost  lamentably  by  contrast  with  the 
bright  brunette  beauty  of  her  queenly  cousin. 

Louis  Schaffer  came  bustling  up,  noisy  and  excit^ 
interrupting  his  cousin  Paul's  bland  commonplaces. 

I  say.  Eve !  they're  getting  up  the  Lancers ;  and 
you're  the  only  girl  of  the  lot  that  knows  how  to  dance 
them  decently,  so  you  must  be  my  partner.  Come 
along  P 

^*But,  Louis—'' 

"Come  along,  and  don't  bother P  was  Master 
Ijouis's  polite  rejoinder.  "You  can  finish  your  ^twcv 
handed  crack,'  as  the  Scotch  call  it,  w:th  Professor 
D'Arrille  when  the  set's  oyer.  Come 

There  was  no  resisting  Louii.,  who  was  a  humam 
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frhirlwiiid  in  his  way,  and  pulled  Eve's  arm  througii 
kis  without  ceremony. 

Professor  D'Aryille,  who  never  was  guilty  of  any* 
ihing  so  undignified  as  dancing,  lifted  hi®  hat  in  adieu^ 
and  turned  away.  ^ 

say,  Paul,"  cried  Louis,  ^'we  want  a  vis-a-ris. 
Oan't  you  and  Hazel — how  d*ye  do.  Hazel  ?~can^t  you 
two  come  ?' 

Delighted  of  all  things  I  Are  you  fond  of  dancinf^ 
Miss  Hazelwood 

Eve,  by  no  means  pleased  at  Louis^  rude  conduct, 
replied  coldly  and  briefly,  and  took  her  place  without 
speaking  to  her  partner. 

Very  little  her  silence  troubled  Master  Louis  S  chaf- 
fer, who  went  through  the  quadrille,  as  h©  did  every- 
thing else,  with  all  the  energy  of  his  body  and 
snind. 

Paul  Schaflfer's  languid  grace  of  motion  was  a 
striking  contr'isty  but  she  at  whom  all  his  poetry 
of  motion  was  aimed  paid  very  little  attention  to  him  o^ 
it,  and  was  heartily  glad  when  the  set  was  over^  and  sha 
wag  rid  of  Louis. 

As  she  stood  leaning  against  a  tree,  a  few  minuiei 
liitening  to  the  music,  Kate  SchaSer  and  Hazel  mwM 
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strutting  up,  their  arms  entwined,  schoolgirl  fashioHi 
round  each  other's  waists. 

"  Oh,  here  she  is,  like  Patience  on  a  monument, 
®r  anything  else  that's  stupid  or  dowdyish  I'*  burst 
forth  Hazel ;  *^snd  Kate  and  I  hare  been  hunting  foi 
jou  all  over.  Who  are  you  thinking  of  ?~Professoi 
D'ArviUe  ?' 

^^Yes,"  said  Eve,  oomposedly ;  "of  him,  and  of 
iomething  else." 

«  How  do  you  like  him,  Eve     asked  Kate. 

"  I  haye  had  no  time  to  like  or  dislike  him,  yet.'* 

"  But  don't  you  think  him  splendid  ?" 
Perfectly  mag.  and  all  that  sort  of  thing  f  put  in 
Hazel,  "  mag."  being  short  for  magnificent. 

"I  think  him  handsome — ^yes." 

"Oh,  do  you?"  sneered  Kate.  "It's  a  wonder  La 
Prineesse  condescends  to  think  even  that.  You  made 
another  acquaintance,  didn't  you  ?  How  do  you  like 
Paul  ?" 

"I  scarcely  saw  him,  Louis  carried  me  off  like  a 
tornado  that  he  is,  But  I  was  just  thinking,  as  you  twa 
came  up,  what  I  always  think  when  I  make  a  new  ac- 
quaintance, whether  or  not  they  will  have  any  infimeaot 

mm  my  future  lifa" 
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Quien  scibe?^^  laughed  Kate.  *^^Wliat  an  old  pMl« 
©soplier  it  is/' 

Perhaps/'  said  Hazel,  with  a  small  sneer^  "gfea 
thinks  they  will  both  fall  in  lore  with  her,  or  haTe  doni 
tio,  at  first  sight  ^ 

"^'Bah  !  Can  you  neyer  talk  of  anything  but  falling 
in  love  ?  Come,  I  hare  done  thinking,  and  am  quite  at 
your  service,  mesdemoiselles/' 

The  three  went  away  together ;  but  could  they  hnv© 
seen  the  future,  or  had  Hazel  Wood  known  she  had 
uttered  a  prophecy,  they  would  hardly  have  gone  with 
such  light  hearts  to  join  in  the  pensionnaires'  f$te. 

Be  happy  to-day.  Eve,  rejoice  while  you  may^  for 
your  happy  girlhood  is  flying  from  you  even  at  iMi 
hour! 


CHAPTER  Xin. 

THE  EKB  0¥  THE  f  1TB. 

ROFESSOR  CLAUDE  D'ARVILLB  stood 
leaning  against  the  trunk  of  a  giaiit  pine, 
whose  long  arms  cast  giant  shadows  on  tht 
sunny  sward,  watching  with  dreamy,  half-clo»Ad  eye» 
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the  picture  before  him.    He  looked  like  an  artist^^  this 
dark-eyed,  thoughtful-browed,  classical-featured  jonng 
Canadian,  and  he  looked  what  he  was— an  artist  heart 
and  soul.    It  was  a  study  for  an  artist,  too — the  scene 
on  which  he  gazed—and  in  after-years  that  yery  scene, 
immortalized  on  canyas,  and  exhibited  at  the  Academy 
of  Art,  in  London,  was  one  of  the  first  of  his  paintings 
to  win  him  fame.    Tne  cloudless  summer-sky  oyer  his 
head,  fleeced  with  billows  of  downy  white,  and  away  in 
the  west;,  where  the  sun  was  sinking,  an  oriflamme  of 
purple,  gold,  and  crimson,  the  whole  western  horizon 
radiant  with  rosy  light.    The  pines,  the  tamaracs,  and 
maples  reared  their  tall  heads  against  it ;  its  yiyid  glory 
of  coloring  glittering  on  their  green  leaves  as  their 
branches  rustled  softly  in  the  light  breeze,  and  cast 
long  cool  shadows  on  the  grass.    The  twittering  of  th® 
not  yery  sweet-yoiced  but  gaudy-colored  Canadian  birds, 
the  plashing  of  a  fountain  near,  the  crisp  chirping  of 
the  grasshoppers  at  his  feet,  made  an  undercurrent  of 
melody  of  their  own,  audible  eyen  aboye  the  crashing  of 
the  brass-band  and  the  shouting  and  yociferous  talking 
and  laughing  of  the  emancipated  schoolgirls.  The  pme- 
tree  beside  which  he  stood  was  an  eminence  commanding 
a  view  of  the  whole  grounds,  with  its  glens  and  walks. 
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and  sammer-houseS;  and  cascades,  and  partemes^  and 
broad  lawns,  and  sloping  glades 

^^IJp  and  down  these  shaded  walks  the  white  mEsliix 
skirts  and  blue  ribbons  of  the  pensionnaires  fluttered  be 
side  the  black  dress-coats  of  Louis  Schaffer'^  fellow- 
students  from  one  of  the  Montreal  colleges.  Kate  Schaf 
fer  had  said  there  would  be  half  a  dozen  gentlemen  at 
the  fdte  ;  had  she  said  two  dozen,  she  would  have  been 
nearer  the  mark ;  but,  not  being  a  prophetess,  how  was 
she  to  tell  her  irrepressible  brother  intended  inyiting 
half  his  classmates  ? 

On  the  lawn,  some  were  dancing ;  among  the  trees, 
some  were  swinging ;  groups  were  seated  together  on 
the  grass,  having  sociable  chats ;  white  muslin  and  black 
coats  turning  and  twisting  everywhere ;  and  the  band 
^.nder  the  tamaracs  still  playing  "  Vive  la  Cariadienne  P 

Professor  D'Arville  saw  all  this,  and  something  else^ 
too.  Three  of  those  white-muslin  angels  were  coming 
toward  him.  One  a  plump  little  damsel,  with  cheeks 
like  scarlet  rose-berries,  brown  eyes,  brown  braids,  and 
azure  ribbons  ;  one,  a  gipsy-faced,  dashing  young  brun- 
ette, a  daughter  of  the  land,  and  the  queen  of  the  fSfe  ; 
and  the  third,  who  walked  in  the  center,  swinging  hey 
afcraw-hat  by  its  rosy  ribbons,  her  black  curls  entwined 
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with    orlMBOB    gamninxn-blosBonu    and  dmp^gsm 

All,  Professor  D'Arrille!  ^tiflt  and  beauty-^orshipes. , 
is  there  anything  in  all  you  see  before  you  as  fair  as  she  ^ 
Ho  Canadian,  though  her  eyes  are  like  black  stars,  and 
those  gloisy  ringlets  of  jetty  darkness,  that  delicate 
complexion  and  bright  bloom  of  color  belong  to  another 
land«  Look  as  long  as  you  please  on  the  beauty  of  sky 
and  earth,  or  tree  and  flowers,  it  is  not  half  so  danger- 
ous as  one  glance  at  that  noble  and  lovely  head. 

YIto  la  C&nadienne  !  et  see  beaux  yeoz, 
St  868  beaux  jeux  tous  doux, 
Et  ses  beaux  yeux," 

hummed  a  voice  behind  him ;  and  turning  his  lazy  glance 
Momrleur  D^Arrille  saw  Paul  Schafler  lounging  up,  look- 
at  *he  three  girls,  too. 

He  touched  his  hat,  with  a  meaning  smile,  to  the 
y^^ng  artist. 

I  need  not  ask  if  monsieur  is  enjoying  himself.  I 
i@e  that  he  is." 

''Yes,  monsieur;  solitude  is  enjoyment  some- 
times.'* 

Pardon  J  that  I  have  broken  it ;  but  it  was  likely  tm 
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be  broken  anyway,  in  a  pleasanter  manner^  perhaps. 
See  1  The  three  belles  of  the  fSt§  are  coming  towardji 
yon/' 

*^  They  are  going  to  the  honse,  I  preanme ;  for  they 
have  not  even  seen  me  yet"  ^ 

Monsieur's  modesty  1  He  does  not  need  to  be  told 
he  is  a  favorite  with  the  ladies  I" 

Professor  D'Arville  fixed  his  eyes  in  a  steady  stare  on 
Mr.  Schaffer's  face,  in  a  way  that  would  have  discom- 
posed any  other  man,  but  did  not  in  the  least  disturb  the 
bland  equanimity  of  the  young  gentleman  before  him. 

"  A  deuced  pretty  girl,  that  Miss  Eve  Hazelwood  ! 
Don't  you  think  so,  monsieur  ?  One  of  your  pupils,  too, 
no  doubt.    What  an  enviable  fate  is  yours  !" 

The  brow  of  the  young  professor  contracted  slightly  : 
but  his  only  answer  was  silence,  cold  and  haughty. 

"  The  call  her  Princesse  in  the  school,"  went  on 
easy  Mr  Schafifer,  *''and,  by  Jove,  she  looks  it  I  TaiJc 
about  the  ieaux  yeux  of  our  Canadian  girls  !  I  never 
saw  such  a  pair  of  eyes  in  my  life  as  mademoiselle  has 

"  Is  monsieur  in  love  ?'  Professor  D'Arville  asked, 
with  a  slight  smile  and  French  shrug. 

"  I  would  be,  if  I  dared ;  but  one  might  as  well  f  aU 
in  love  with  the  moon,  if  all  I  have  heard  of  her  be  trua 
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I  like  flesh  and  blood,  not  statues.  One  live  woman  i 
worth  a  thousand  marbl©  ones," 

Profeasor  D'Arrille  made  a  gesture  toward  Hazel, 
who  was  laughing  at  something  until  her  cheeks  were 
crimion. 

"  If  monsieur  likes  flesh  and  blood,  he  has  it  there. 
The  future  Madame  Schaffer — is  it  not 

Will  you  haye  a  cigar,  monsieur  was  Paul 
3chaffer's  answer.  **No?  Then,  with  your  permis- 
fiion,  I  will." 

Why,  here*s  Paul  1 "  callecL  out  Kate,  catchiisg 
sight  of  the  two  gentlemen.  I  say,  Paul,  Louis  told 
me  to  tell  you — ^ 

What  Louis  had  told  her  to  tell,  Mr.  Paul  Schaffer 
was  not  destined  to  hear;  for,  just  then,  there  was 
a  tremendous  shout,  and  Louis  himself  came  bursting 
through  the  trees,  his  hair  flying,  his  face  flushed— 
altogether,  in  a  state  of  frenzied  excitement. 

This  way — this  way,  all  of  you  I  Here's  a  lot 
more  of  the  crowd,  and  we'll  aU  have  our  fortunes  told 
together/*' 

^^Mon  Disu  I  has  that  madhead  gone  crasy  ?"  was 
Hate's  cry,  while  the  rtit  stared. 

"  Gone  crarf  ?    Oatch  m@  st  it !    Hare^  you  oW 
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Meg  Merrilies,  or  whateyer  they  call  you,  come  thii> 
way  I  Here's  another  batch  t-iat  want  yon  to  spa®  their 
fortunes." 

Half  a  dozen  girls  and  as  many  young  men,  with  ^ 
vast  deal  of  noise  and  tumult,  and  in  their  midst  an  out 
landish-looking  figure.  It  was  an  old  woman,  bent,  and 
leaning  on  a  stick ;  her  brown  shriyeled  face  and  small 
bright  eyes  peering  from  beneath  a  huge  bonnet ;  a  dingy 
blue  cloak  wrapped  about  her,  and  beneath  it  a  scant  red 
dress  hardly  reaching  to  her  ankle.  A  more  uncouth 
or  witchlike  figure  no  one  there  had  erer  seen ;  and 
Louis,  catching  her  by  the  arm,  drew  her  forward,  and 
presented  her  with  a  flourishing  bow. 

One  of  Macbeth^s  witches,  ladies  and  gentlemen^ 
come  from  Hades  by  the  last  express-train,  to  tell  youf 
fortunes !  She  has  told  all  of  ours,  and  made  fifteen 
shillings  by  the  performance  ;  and  now,  if  you  haye  any 
spare  change  about  you,  she  is  willing  to  lift  the  yail  of 
future  for  you.  Eye,  hold  out  your  hand,  and  let 
OS  hear  what  the  future  has  in  store  for  you  besides  a 
coffin  r 

"  No  said  Bre,  shrinking  back.  "  Let  B[ate  and 
Hazel  try,  if  they  wish  ;  I  had  rather  not." 

The  old  woman,  whose  eyes  had  been  darting  fn>iD 
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one  face  to  another^  turned  them^  at  the  sonnl  of  kei 
toice,  on  Eye,  and,  to  the  gurprise  of  every  one,  broke 
out  into  a  shrill  and  irrepressible  cry.  It  was  not  a  cry 
of  astonishment ;  it  was  more  like  triumph,  repressed 
almost  instantly  ;  but  her  eyes  gleamed  with  a  strange 
fire,  and  the  dirty,  skinny  hand  she  held  out  trembled 
with  eagerness. 

"  Yes,  yes,  yes,  my  pretty  lady  she  exclaimed, 
chrilly;  "let  me  tell  your  fortune  1  Don't  be  afraid, 
my  dearie  ;  the  future  can  haye  nothing  but  good  in  it 
for  one  so  beautiful  as  you.*' 

Her  first  cry  had  been  repressed  so  quickly  that  it  had 
passed  almost  unnoticed,  saye  by  one,  who  bent  hit 
brows  and  watched  the  beldame  keenly. 
Eye  shrank  further  away, 

'*No;  don't  trouble  yourself  about  my  future,  I 
dare  say,  I  will  know  it  soon  enough." 

"Oh,  botheration  !"  broke  out  Louis,  "don't  be  such 
a  guy,  Eye  !  Let  the  old  girl  tell  your  fortune.  She 
does  it  strong,  I  tell  you  !" 

"J^o,*'  said  Eye,  resolutely  turning  away,  shall 
not  tempt  the  future,  eyen  in  jest.  Besides" — half 
laughing—"  I  have  no  money,  and  the  oracle  is  a  goldeii 
glutton,  and  will  not  speak  unless  bribed." 


A  storm  of  wordy  abuse  fell  unheeded  on  Bto  &  ear 
m  she  turned  away  ;  and^  lifting  her  eyes^  oba  caught 
Professor  D'Aryille's  penetrating  glance  fixed  upon  her. 
So  you  haye  no  faith  in  destiny  ?" 

"  I  do  not  beliere  in  fortune- telling,  if  th^t  is  what 
yO'U  mean  ;  and  I  belieye  it  is  wrong  to  encourage  any 
ane  to  make  a  Hying  by  any  such  means." 

The  Professor  smiled,  and  the  smile  lit  up  his  dark 
Creole  face  with  a  rare  beauty. 

Wisdom  from  the  lips  of  sixteen  I  You  see  I  know 
your  age,  mademoiselle,  I  knew  beforehand  you  had 
considerable  moral  courage,  but  I  did  not  know  it  wai 
quite  so  strong." 

"  Monsieur  pays  me  a  compliment,"  Eye  said,  her 
lieart  fluttering  a  little.  "I  assure  you,  I  can  be  obsti- 
nate enough  when  I  please  !  Are  you  going  up  to  the 
louse  r 

"If  mademoiselle  will  permit  me  to  accompany 
her  r 

Eye  bowed,  aud  Prosessor  D^Aryille  offered  his  arm. 
A  dark  and  sinister  glance  followed  them ;  and  Louis 
Schaffer  touched  Hazel  on  the  arm,  with  a  slight  and 
0ontemptuous  laugh. 

"See  Hazel  1  One  would  think  they  had  fccowa 
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eAch  other  from  their  cradles.  Paul  and  Virginia^ 
eh  V 

^^They  make  a  rery  nice  couple^  I  think.  How  d9 
you  like  Eve  ?** 

Mr.  SchaSer  raised  his  eyebrows. 

^*0h,  so-so.  A  pretty  girl  with  black  eyes,  bat 
Eothing  to  set  the  St.  Lawrence  on  fire.  She  is  a  sort 
ot  second  Minerra,  is  she  not  ?  In  making  her,  they 
forgot  to  add  that  trifling  item — a  heart.'^ 

"  Nonsense,  Paul !      But  Hazel's  face  was  radiant. 

won't  haye  you  talk  so  of  my  handsome  Cousin  Eye  ! " 

'*My  dear,  I  beg  your  pardon.  You  asked  my 
opinion,  and  you  have  it" 

But  every  one  admires  her.** 
And  so  do  I,  immensely — as  I  admire  sculptured 
Dianas  and  Niobes.    But  as  to  falling  in  love  with  any- 
thing so  celestially  cold — ^bah  ! '' 

^  0  ]?aul  r' — and  Hazel's  hands  clasped  his  arm,  and 
Hazel's  beaming  face  was  uplifted  in  ecstacy— "  I  am  so 
glad  I  Do  you  know  I  was  awfully  afraid  you  would 
never  think  of  me  after  you  saw  Eve  ?" 

"You're  a  little  simpleton.  Hazel.  Do  you  kno.. 
lhat  ?  And  to  punish  you,  I  have  a  good  mind  not  t® 
^  you  something  that  I  think  would  please  you." 
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What  is  it,  Paul  T 

Gome  np  to  the  house  ;  I  don't  want  all  flieiie  gap 
ing  girls  to  hear.  It  is  this  :  the  regiment  are  ordered 
cff  somewhere,  and  before  they  go  gire  a  grand  balL 
Will  you  come  ?"  ^ 

^'0  Paul,  lean V 
0  Hazel,  you  can.  Dress  in  your  room,  descend 
by  the  rope-ladder,  I  wiU  driye  you  to  the  depot,  the 
cars  will  take  us  to  Montreal  in  an  hour  and  a  half,  and 
you  can  return  by  the  four  o'clock  express  in  the  morn- 
ing. You  will  haye  a  night's  pleasure,  and  Madame 
Moreau  nor  any  of  her  dragons  be  the  wiser  I" 

"But,  Paul— " 

"Well,  w'amwrr 

"  It  wouldn't—"  laughing,  and  bluhing  deeply ; 
wouldn't  be  proper  1" 

"  Tut,  tut,  tut,  proper  I  Are  you  not  my  little  wile, 
er  as  good  ?  Get  a  oompanion  if  you  like ;  ask  La 
Frincesse  to  come  with  you  P 

"Evel"  Haiel  cried,  aghast,  "why,  Paul,  Ere 
would  as  soon  take  a  pistol  and  blow  her  own  brains 
mi  9^  do  anything  of  the  kind  I  Ere,  indeed !  if  s  littls 
f  cm  know  of  h^  to  su|g^4  suoh  a  thirg;  T 

"Try,  any  imf.    If  she  refuses,  Kate  Sckaflnr 
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w(m\  and  she  can  go  with  Louis  !  Mai  pesU  /  How  1 
hate  prudes !" 

After  that,  poor  Hazel  would  as  soon  thought  of 
blowing  her  brains  out  as  refusing,  and  they  had  it  all 
settled  before  they  reached  the  house.  Some  one  was 
singing  as  they  entered  the  long  drawing-room,  hali 
filled  with  eager  listeners  ;  and  among  these  listeners  a 
white  figure,  with  black  curls  and  pink  ribbons,  in  the 
shadow  of  the  window-curtains,  drinking  in  erery 
word — every  note.  The  singer  was  Professor  Claude 
D'Arville,  who  could  sing  and  play  as  well  as  he  could 
paint,  and  the  song  was  ''Ellen  Adair/'  Paul  Schaffer 
and  Hazel  Wood  stood  in  the  doorway  and  listened  with 
the  rest : 

"  Ellen  Adair  she  loved  me  well, 

Against  her  father  and  mother^s  will* 
To-day  I  sat  for  an  hour  and  weply 
By  Ellen's  grave  on  the  windy  hilL 

*•  Bhy  she  was,  and  I  thought  her  cold — 

Thought  her  proud,  and  fled  o'er  the  Mftf 
Mlled  was  I  with  folly  and  spite, 
When  Bllen  Adair  was  dying  for  me.'* 

There  is  the  Ellen  Adair  he  is  thinking  of,**  wkb* 
pered  Paul ;  ''look  at  the  window;  but  she  nertr  wiP 
Sie  im  him  m  any  one  elie." 
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Ah  !  1  don't  know/'  said  Hazel,  with  a  sentimental 
loook,  'the  trail  of  the  serpent  is  oyer  all/  Moore  says, 
tt&d  she  is  only  mortal,  like  the  rest  of  ns." 

Marble,  you  should  say!  There,  he  is  at  the 
iecond  verse,  and  it  is  not  polite  to  talk,  I  suppjose/^ 

The  song  was  finished  amid  a  buzz  of  applause,  in 
which  the  white  figure  at  the  window  did  not  join. 
They  saw  her  shrink  away  into  the  shadow  of  the  cur- 
tains, and  glide  through  the  open  window  out  on  the 
lawn.  The  sinister  eyes  that  never  ceased  watching  her 
saw  the  act,  and  saw  Professor  D'Arville  saunter  away 
in  another  direction. 

The  sunny  afternoon  was  ending  in  a  cloudless 
moonlight  night,  as  Eve  Hazelwood,  avoiding  the 
numerous  groups  of  gay  girls  and  young  men,  strolled 
by  herself  down  a  shady  pine  avenue,  toward  the  gate, 
and  leaning  against  it  watched  the  round  red  moon  rise, 
with  her  beauty  in  her  eyes.  Far  off,  one  solemn  star 
shone,  the  precursor  of  the  rising  host.  The  peaceful 
village  lay  beneath  her,  hushed  in  the  holy  silence  of 
©ventide ;  the  convent-bell  was  ringing  for  vespers,  and 
while  she  stood  listening  to  its  slow,  swe«t  music  two  of 
the  nuns  passed  her  on  their  way  there. 

Om  was  m  Bobor-looking,  middle-^d  woman ;  tho 
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other,  a  young  girl  not  much  older  than  Ere  herself, 
and  idth  a  face  almost  as  beautiful  and  fair,  more  gentle 
and  sweet.  Ere  watched  them  out  of  sight,  wondering 
if  the  young  nun  was  happy,  and  very,  very  d  >ubtf ul  of 
it.  She  need  not  have  been.  Sister  Agnes  was  perfectly 
t^PPy  >  world  looked  a  very  bright  and 

beautiful  place  to  the  inexperienced  schoolgirl,  and 
somehow,  this  afternoon  it  had  acquired  a  new  charm. 
Had  the  sun  ever  shone  so  brightly  before  ?  Had  she 
ever  spent  such  a  pleasant  afternoon  ?  And  was  there 
ever  so  charming  a  song  as  "  Ellen  Adair  Ah  !  there 
lay  the  key-note  of  all,  and  half  unconBcioualy  idie  be- 
gan to  sing  : 

"  Love  may  come  and  love  may  go, 

And  fly  like  a  bird  from  tree  to  tree. 
But  I  will  love  no  more,  no  more, 
Till  Ellen  Adair  comes  back  U>  me." 

"You  liked  ngr  song,  then  said  a  quiet  voice  be- 
hind her,  and  Eve  fairly  bounded.  She  had  heard  no 
itep  on  the  velvety  sward,  but  Professor  D'Arville  stood 
at  her  elbow. 

"  Pardon,  mademoiselle,  I  did  not  mean  to  startle 
yon.  Being  tired  of  the  heat  and  noiae  of  the  house  I 
itrolled  down  her©  to  enjoy  the  bemtf  of  the  evesixig 
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alone.  I  see  mademoiselle  Is  an  admirer  of  the  beaafciei^ 
of  "Jfatare,  too.    If  I  intrude,  I  will  depart," 

^^Oh  no/'  said  Eve,  layjig  her  hand  on  her  breast, 
to  still  her  startled  heart-beating ;  this  place  is  hm 
to  aU/'  ^ 

He  leaned  against  the  gate  and  looked  at  her. 
So  you  like  '  Ellen  Adair '  ? 

Yes  monsieur,  I  like  every  thing  Tennyson  writes.'* 
**Yet  it  is  rubbish,  after  all — sentimental  trash! 

Don't  you  think  so  ?" 

"  No,  monsieur  1"  rather  indignantly ;    1  should  be 

sorry  to  think  so  !   Tennyson  could  not  write  rubbish 

if  he  tried." 

Oh,  I  see  !  You  are  like  all  the  other  romantic 
young  ladies  in  the  world  I  Ebive  you  read  '  Mariana  in 
the  Moated  Grange'  ?" 

'^A  hundred  times,  monsieur  I  I  know  it  svery 
word  off." 

What  lucky  fellows  these  poets  are  I  Ahj  who 
have  we  here  ?  A  brigand,  or  the  hero  of  a  three- vol* 
ume  novel.    Perhaps  Tennyson  himself." 

Eve's  eyes  were  asking  the  same  question,  though 
her  lips  were  silent.  TJp  the  moonlit  road  a  tall  figure 
was  striding — the  figure  of  a  man  in  n  long  picturesqua 
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md  most  foreign-looking  cloak,  a  bros^-brimmed  straw 
liat  palled  over  his  face,  completely  conoealing  it,  and  a 
aigar  between  his  lips. 

"  What  a  strange-looking  figure !"  said  Eye,  wonder- 
ingly.  Who  can  he  be,  and  what  can  have  brought 
him  to  St.  Croix  ?" 

Questions  I  cannot  take  it  upon  myseK  to  answer. 
Why,  he  is  actually  coming  here 

The  foreign-looking  stranger  had  caught  sight  of 
the  two  figures  standing  within  the  gate,  and  flinging 
his  cigar  away,  walked  up  to  them.  Taking  off  his  hat 
to  Eve,  he  made  a  courtly  bow  ;  and  in  the  moonlight, 
clear  as  day,  she  saw  a  bronzed  and  mustached  face, 
swarthy  as  that  of  a  Paynim,  but  eminently  handsome, 
shaded  by  profuse  coal-black  locks,  and  lit  up  by  lumi« 
nous  dark  eyes.  Dark,  handsome,  and  distinguishedj, 
he  did,  indeed,  look  like  the  hero  of  a  novel,  or  a 
brigand  in  a  play.  His  years  might  have  been  forty, 
and  there  were  threads  of  silver  gleaming  amid  hii 
elf-locks. 

Pardon!"  he  said  in  French,  though  not  with  a 
BVenoh  accent,  for  the  intrusion,  but  I  am  a  strangef 
here.  Oan  you  tell  me  which  of  those  two  buildings  m 
tlm  hill  yonder  is  Madam  Moreau's  pemmnnat  f  * 
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*^*The  one  furthest  off,  monsieur/'  replied  Profesior 
D'Arrille,  *Ulie  other  is  the  conyent  of  the  Hal| 
Cross." 

**  A  thousand  thanks,  monsieur  I  Goodnight.^' 

He  bowed  again  to  Eve,  threw  on  Ms  sombrero,  and 
walked  leisurely  away,  humming  the  fag-end  of  a  Spa- 
nish ballad  as  he  went. 

A  Spaniard,''  said  Monsieur  D'AryiUe,  he  looks 
like  it.  Some  of  madame's  Cuban  friends,  perhaps  ; 
ihe  liyed  there  before  she  came  to  St.  Croix.  But  the 
night-air  is  chill  and  your  dress  is  thin,  mademoiselle™ 
had  I  not  better  lead  you  in  ?" 

Eve  !  Eve  I  Eve  I  Hazelwood  1*'  a  chorus  of  voices 
suddenly  called  before  Eve  could  reply,  and  a  whole 
troop  of  demoiselles  rushed  down  upon  them.  Eve  I 
Eve  I  where  are  you  ?" 

^-  Here  she  is !"  shouted  Kate  Schaffer.  "I  hsTe 
found  her  !    1  thought  I  would. " 

And  her  black  Canadian  eyes,  those  laughing,  ro- 
guish, dark  eyes,  wb  ose  praises  her  countrymen  sing, 
looked  wickedly  from  teacher  to  pnpil. 

"Well,"  said  Eve,  vith  infinite  composure,  "and 
now  that  I  am  found,  what  do  you  want  with  me  ?" 

Only  this,  the  best  of  friends  must  part ;  and  w« 
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»re  ordered  home,  or  rather  back  to  prison.  You  ar^s 
the  onlj  missing  lamb  of  the  fold ;  and  detachmenti 
haye  been  sent  out  in  erery  direction  in  search  of 

you/* 

Oh  yes  T  said  Hazel,  joining  in,  "  we  thought 
somebody  had  run  away  with — out  you  1  Hurry  now, 
or  you'll  get  a  lecture  as  long  as  to-day  and  to-morrow." 

The  carriages  were  at  the  door,  and  the  pensionnaireA 
shawled  and  hooded,  being  packed  into  them  by  the  de- 
Toted  young  collegians.  Louis  Schaffer,  his  cousin  Paul^ 
and  Monsieur  D'Aryille,  stood  near  one  as  Eye  came 
out  the  last,  and  it  was  Paul  Schaffer  who  adyanced  with 
extended  hand,  while  Louis  was  chatting  yoiubly  with 
the  girls  already  stowed  within  the  vehicle,  and  the  pro- 
fessor stood  at  a  distance,  looking  quietly  on. 

We  thought  La  Princesse  was  lost  ten  minutes  ago, 
and  were  all  in  a  state  of  distraction.  Louis,  get  out  ol 
the  way,  will  you,  and  let  me  assist  Mademoiselle  Haizel- 
wood  in.*' 

"Off  she  goes  cried  Louis,  as  Eye,  scarcely  touoh- 
ing  his  cousin's  hand,  stepped  lightly  in,  the  last,  the 
brightest,  the  best !  Good  n*ght.  Eye,  and  pleasant 
dreamsr— dream  of  me  1'* 

Adieu,  mademoiBolle/'  Paul  Schaffer  said^  lifting 
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her  hand  to  his  lips  before  the  was  aware,  I  shall  long 
remember  this  evening  !   Adieu,  and  au  revoir 

With  an  imperious  gesture,  the  girl  snatched  her 
hand  away,  her  cheeks  flushing  scai'let.  Another  gentle- 
man stepped  up  to  the  carriage-door  and  shut  ip. 

Good  night,  Miss  Hazelwood,"  he  said,  in  English. 
"  Good  night,  young  ladies  all.'' 

"  Bon  soir  !  ion  soir,  monsieur  P  a  chorus  of  Toices 
called,  and  then  the  carriage  rattled  away,  and  the  f Me 
was  ended. 

The  two  young  men,  left  alone  in  the  moonlight^ 
did  not  speak.  Eoving  silently,  they  went  their  differ- 
ent  ways,  Professor  D'Arville  into  the  house  to  bid  hie 
hostess  farewell,  and  Paul  Schaffer  walked  at  a  brisk 
pace  towwd  the  gate.  Out  in  the  road,  he  walked 
rapidly  toward  the  village,  and  stopped  at  la&c  before  a 
lonely-looking  little  hut,  at  the  outskirts  of  St.  Croix« 
He  paiMed  a  moment  to  look  at  it,  and  the  one  full  ray 
of  light  streaming  from  its  curtained  window,  and  then 
rapped  gently  at  the  door. 

This  should  be  the  place/'  he  muttered  to  himself , 
^^and  if  the  old  witch  knowi  anything  about  the  girl,  I 
shall  find  it  out  before  1  leavt,  or  my  name  h  n&t  Paul 
Schaffer 


ill 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

A  TEMPEST  m  A  TEAPOT. 

RAINY  afternoon  in  St.  Croix— a  dogged^ 
determined  out-and-out  rainy  day,  with  a  sky 
of  lead  aboTe,  and  a  soaking,  steaming  sod* 
den  earth  below.  A  dreary  afternoon  in  St.  Croix,  dull 
at  the  best  in  the  brightest  sunshine,  but  doubly  dull  in 
wet  weather,  when  you  might  walk  in  mud  from  one 
extremity  of  the  village  to  the  other  without  meeting  a 
living  thing,  except,  perhaps,  some  draggled  skulking 
dog,  the  outcast  and  Pariah  of  his  tribe.  A  dismal 
afternoon  in  the  pensionnat  des  demoiselles;  its  play- 
ground deserted,  its  day  scholars  gone  home  in  the  great 
covered  carryall,  kept  by  madame  for  such  emergencies, 
and  darkness  and  dullness  brooding  over  its  empty 
cartes  and  long  corridors.  It  was  the  hour  of  recess, 
too  ;  but  the  gloomy  evening  seemed  to  have  imparted 
some  of  its  gloom  to  Madame  Moreau^s  pupils  ;  for  in- 
stead of  making  day  hideous  with  their  uproar,  accoid* 
mg  to  custom,  they  had  slouched  off  to  their  rooms  and 
gone  to  sleep,  or  in  hidden  corners  were  poring  over 
Eoveli,  or,  gathered  m  groupi,  wer@  gapii}.giy  diicussing 
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the  gredt  Schaffer  fBte^  not  yet  two  days  oM.  Tht 
dabits  of  tlie  Fourth  Division,  too  young  in  the  blessed- 
ness of  SBTen  years  to  know  the  meaning  of  the  dreadful 
word  ennui,  were  romping  and  screaming  in  their  own 
dominions,  and  their  noise,  and  that  of  two  or  three 
pianos  in  the  music-room,  were  the  only  sounds  that 
broke  the  solitude  of  the  pensionnat. 

In  one  of  the  deserted  carris,  perched  up  in  the  deep 
window-ledge  at  the  furthest  extremity,  a  pemionnaire 
sat  looking  out  at  the  black  and  dismal  prospect.  She 
was  wrapped  in  a  large  plaid  shawl  for  the  wet  day  was 
bleak  and  raw ;  a  book,  La  tour  de  ma  Ghambre,^^  lay 
in  her  lap  ;  but  the  dark,  dreamy  eyes  were  fixed  on  the 
lowering  sky,  and  the  rain  plashing  against  the  glasses^ 
and  the  luxuriant  black  ringlets  were  pushed  impatiently 
behind  her  ears  and  away  from  the  beautiful  face.  The 
girl  was  thinking,  something  schoolgirls  are  not  greatly 
giTen  to  do,  and  her  meditations  were  broken  suddenly, 
in  a  not  very  romantic  manner.  A  pair  of  high-heeled 
boots  came  clattering  down  the  staircase  near  her,  and 
%  shrill  falsetto  yoice,  singing  at  th@  top  of  a  pair  of 
powerful  lungs : 

m 
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"  *  *  O  poor  Hobin^n  Crusoe  I 
How  could  you  go  for  to  do  so  ! 

Hey  diddle-diddle,  the  cat  and  the  tddJe^ 
O  poor  Robinson  Crusoe  ! 
He  had  a  man  Friday, 
To  keep  his  house  tidy.* 

Hallo  ?  Is  this  where  you  are  perched  up  like  some  dis» 
mal  old  owl^  or  some  whaf  s-its-name,  a  pillow-case  in 
iiie  wilderness  P 

This  last  did  not  belong  to  the  canticle  she  was 
chanting,  but  was  addressed  by  the  singer  to  the  pensire 
young  lady  in  the  window,  who  turned  round  leisurely 
at  the  interruption. 

"Is  it  you.  Hazel  ?   What  do  you  want  P 

**  *  He  built  him  a  boat, 
Of  the  skin  of  a  goat, 
And  he  christened  it  Bobinson  Cmsot.''' 

sang  Hazel  Wood,  skipping  up  adroitly  beside  Evef 
'*  you  ought  to  haY«  been  Mrs.  Eobinson  Crusoe.  You 
would  have  made  a  sweet  pair  of  pokes,  you  would. 
What  do  I  want  ?  The  pleasure  of  your  charming  so* 
ciety,  my  love.  It^s  a  little  better  than  yawning  mys^^lf 
to  death  upstairs/^ 

I  thought  you  were  asleep/' 
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*' Never  was  wider  awake  in  my  life  I   I  wm  vmd- 

Yon  reading  I   I  like  that'* 
"  Ton  my  word  !   It  was  a  noYel,  though^  mi  one 

Eugene  Sue's  at  that  I"  ^ 
"  0  Hazel  V 

"There  !  don't  faint !  It  wasn't  the  *  Mysteries  of 
Paris^ — I  never  could  wade  through  that.  What's  this  ? 
Oh,  Journey  Round  my  Chamber  I'  I  might  have 
known  it  was  something  stupid  and  lugubrious  I  You 
ought  to  go  and  be  a  nun  at  once :  yon  are  half  one 
now'* 

"  Miss  Wood,  if  you  only  came  here  to  lecture  me, 
I  beg  you  will  take  your  departure  again  as  quickly  m 
possible.    I  prefer  my  own  thoughts  to  your  abuse/^ 

"  Well  then  I  don't  be  cross,  and  I  won't  scold.  I 
have  come  to  ask  a  favor  of  you/' 

"  Yes,  I  might  have  known  that !  Do  your  stock» 
lags  want  darning,  or  your  handkerchiefs  hemming,  or 
has  jour  pocketmoney  run  short,  or  what  is  the  trouble 

EOW?" 

**Hothing  of  that  kind.    It's  the  greatest  favor 

jou  have  ever  rendered  me  in  your  Ufa.'* 
Eve  opened  her  eyes. 
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*^  The  greatest !  What  in  the  w^rld  can  it  be  ihm  t 
Let  m  hear  it" 

"  Promise  me  first  that  you  will  grant  it** 
Promise  before  I  know  what  t  is  I   Ko,  I  thank 
jon,  Miss  Wood 

"  But,  0  Eve  !  I  do  want  it  so  badly  !  You  wm^t 
refuse — there's  a  darling,  will  you  cried  Hazel,  put- 
ting her  arms  round  Eye's  neck,  and  bribing  her  with 
kisses. 

Hands  off  1"  Eye  laughed,  disengaging  herseM, 
"  I  am  aboye  bribes  1  Out  with  this  wonderful  faTor  of 
yours/' 

"Eye,  if  you  don^t  grant  it  I  wi^^  neyer  speak 
to  you.'' 

"  Won't  you  ?  I  wonder  which  of  us  that  would 
punish  most  ?  But  take  heart,  ooz ;  if  it  is  nothing 
Tery  terrible,  I  dare  say  T  will  grant  it." 

But  it  is  terrible ;  at  least,  you  will  think  it  so." 

"  Ah !"  said  Eye,  growing  grave.  "  It  is  some  of 
Monsieur  Paul  Schaffer's  handiwork,  then,  I  dare  say.^ 

Hazel  shifted  uneasily  beneath  the  truthful  and  pen- 
strating  dark  eyeSe 

Yes,  it  is  !  Bye,  I  wish  you  wouldn't  be  so  preja* 
cliesd  against  Paul    What  right  hay©  you  to  b® 
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Bre  sat  iilent,  her  lips  compressed,  her  hands  £oM€4^ 
her  eyes  fixed  on  the  sullen  rain. 

Hazel  fidgeted^  and  looked  aneasily  at  her  ooosiii^ 
"  Eve.'' 

WeU  r  ^ 

He  wants  me  to — to  go  to  a  ball  with  him.  There ! 
Ihe  murder^s  out  T* 

"  To  go  to  a  ball  ?   When,  and  where  T 

It  is  a  militarj  ball,  in  Montreal,  and  the  time  ig, 
to-morrow  night/* 

And  do  you  imagine  Madame  Moreau  will  consent 
to  any  such  thing  ? 

I  don't  intend  to  ask  her.  I  want  to  go  without 
her  knowledge,   I  can  do  it,  easily.^^ 

Indeed!   How  F' 

Can't  I  dresi  in  our  room  ?— my  white  muslin  will 
do  well  enough— and  get  out  by  the  rope-ladder,  Paul 
will  be  waiting  with  a  carriage.  The  cars  will  take  m 
to  the  city,  and  fetch  us  back  before  five  the  rext  morn- 
ing.'' 

B^e  faced  suddenly  round,  with  kindling  eyes. 
Hazel,  did  Paul  Schaffer  ask  you  to  do  this 
Have  I  ncrfj  Just  told  jqu  m  F*  laneasilj  and  'mfs^ 
Mantlj 
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*'And  you  consented 
Yes     said  Hazel,  defiantly.    ''And  wLat  of  it  T 

*'  Only  that  Paul  Schaffer  is  a  rillain,  and  you—O 
Siiael !  Hazel ! — haTe  no  respect  for  yourself  at  all." 

Haz^l  bounced  indignantly  down  on  the  floor. 

"  Eye  Hazelwood,  I'd  thank  you  to  mind  what  you 
are  saying.  Yes ;  he  did  ask  me,  and,  what's  more,  ha 
has  sent  you  an  invitation  to  accompany  me.  How 
there 

Eye  rose  up,  her  eyes  like  black  stars,  her  cheeks  rosy 
flame.  ''  And  Paul  Schaffer  dared  to  send  me  such  an 
insult  as  that 

"  Oh,  fiddlesticks  I  Insult  your  grandmother  ! 
You're  somebody  great — ^ain't  you? — ^that  you*re  not  to 
be  insulted." 

Eye  stood  silent,  looking  at  her,  more  in  sorrow  than 
in  anger ;  and  Hazel  still  kept  shifting  and  fidgeting 
under  those  earnest  eyes. 

"  Now,  look  here.  Cousin  Eye,  what  I  want  to  know 
ii  this  :  Will  you  keep  my  secret  ?  I  can't  get  away 
without  your  knowing,  or  I  wouldn't  ask  you*  Kate 
Sehaffer  is  going,  too ;  so  where  will  be  the  impropriety  I 
It  is  only  a  schoolgirl  frolic,  that  no  on©  would  obJ®c4 
to  but  an  oil  granny  like  yourseK  P 
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Sate  Schaffer  may  go  if  she  pleases  ;  but  jou  shall 

Shall  not  P''  said  Hazel,  her  ejes  begimiung  t® 
flash  J  "  take  care,  Eye  Hazelwood  T 

Shall  not  I"  repeated  Eye,  resolutely,  **;iot  if  1 
hare  to  sit  up  all  night  to  preyent  you.  Sooner  than 
let  you  go,  I  will  go  to  madame,  and  tell  her  all  I'' 

"  Telltale  I'*  hissed  Hazel,  red  with  passion,  and 
Eye's  face  turned  crimson  at  the  word. 

*^  What  do  I  care  ?  You  shall  not  make  me  angry, 
Hazel,  and  you  shall  not  disgrace  yousell  UTo,  you 
shall  not  go,  and  some  day  you  will  thank  me  for 
it'' 

Hazel  essayed  to  speak,  but  anger  and  disappoint^ 
ment  were  too  much  for  her,  and  she  burst  into  a  hys- 
terical passion  of  sobs.  Eye's  own  eyes  filled,  and  she 
put  her  arms  round  her  cousin,  but  that  indignant  young 
lady  shook  her  violently  off. 

**Let  me  alone,  wiH  you?  you  hateful,  obstinate,  §@1» 
flsh  thing  I  I  hate  you,  Eye  H&selwood,  and  I'll  go  ii 
spite  of  you  I   There  !" 

T)m  class-bell  rang  laudly,  but  Hazel,  sobbing  and 
scolding,  paid  no  attention  to  it.  Eye  lingered,  looking 
at  htr. 
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Hazel  dear,  don't  be  angry.  It  is  because  I  k?® 
jmi  I  can't  consent" 

You  don't  lore  me  !  You  lore  nobody  but  y^>ar- 
mil !  You're  just  what  Paul  says,  a  cold-bearted, 
rmfeeling  thing ;  but  I'll  go,  if  I  die  for  it  I  Mind 
lhat  1" 

You  had  better  stop  crying,  and  come  down-stairs. 
The  supper  bell  has  rung/' 

^^Let  it  ring  I"  said  Hazel,  desperately;  '*I  don't 
want  any  supper.  Go  and  eat  your  own,  it's  all  you  care 
for.'' 

Now,  really,  this  was  a  most  unjust  reproach  ;  for, 
to  do  Eye  justice,  her  palate  was  the  least  of  her  troub« 
ies-— which  was  yery  far  from  being  Miss  Wood's  case. 
Eye  smiled  inyoluntarily  as  she  heard  it,  and  leaying  the 
mrr^  without  another  word,  descended  to  the  salU  d 
wmnger. 

"  Hazel  will  think  better  of  it,"  she  mused ;  I  don't 
&elieye  she  will  go  without  her  tea." 

Eye  was  right.  As  soon  as  she  was  gone,  Hazel 
dried  her  eyes,  and  took  her  lacerated  heart  down-stairs, 
to  seek  consolation  in  the  pale,  lukewarm  fluid,  known 
m  boarding-schools  as  tea,  and  its  accompanying  slices 

transparent  bread  and  butter.    Fifteen  lainutei  mm 
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the  time  allotted  for  deyouring  these  dainties.  At  th® 
end  of  that  period,  a  signal  was  giren  to  rise ;  grace 
was  said  by  the  presiding  teacher,  and  the  ceremony  was 
over.  Silence  being  the  austere  law  at  mealtime,  ten 
minutes  was  allowed  the  girls  afterward  to  relieve  their 
feelings  before  going  up-stairs,  and  Babel  bro^e  loose 
the  instant  grace  was  ended.  Just  in  the  midst  of  a 
wild  uproar  and  confusion  of  tongues,  the  folding- doors 
of  the  salle  d  manger  split  open,  and  in  sailed  Madame 
Moreau,  followed  by  a  gentleman.  At  sight  of  their 
eommander-in-chief,  the  tumult  ceased,  and  all  eyes 
turned  on  her  companion,  a  tall,  dark,  foreign-looking 
gentleman,  bearded  and  mustaohed  like  a  pard,  and 
most  exceedingly  handsome. 

*^Here  are  my  little  family,  monsieur,"  laughed  ma- 
dame,  introducing  him  to  the  pensionnatreb  ,wlio  returned 
his  bow  by  a  simultaneous  schoolgirl  obeisance.  You 
perceive  they  have  just  concluded  their  frugal  repast/' 

Frugal,"  murmured  Kate  Schaffer,  looking  mourn- 
fully round  the  sloppy  tea-table,  I  should  think  so. 
We  are  safe  from  dyspepsia  and  the  gout  while  we  are 
under  your  charge,  madame." 

The  gentleman's  dark  eyes,  wandering  from  face  t« 

face,  rested  on  that  of  Eve,  standing  near  a  window, 
10* 
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from  wliich  she  had  been  watching  the  rainy  iwiiight 
He  did  not  approach  her,  howerer,  but  went  up  to  Hazel^ 
whc  stood  all  alone,  as  sulky  as  a  bear. 

"  One  of  your  family  appears  to  be  in  distress,  ma- 
dame,"  he  said.  And  Eve  recognized  at  once  the  melo- 
dious foreign  accented  voice.  The  world  seems  to 
haye  gone  wrong  with  this  young  lady 

Hazel  shrugged  pettishly,  and  turned  round  with  a 
sulky  action,  that  said  as  plainly  as  words  : 

wish  you  would  mind  your  own  business." 

"  You  have  been  crying.  Miss  Wood  P  questioned 
madame,  looking  at  her. 

"  No,  I  haven't  1"  said  Hazel,  as  crossly  as  she  dared 
— ^for  I  am  sorry  to  say  Miss  Wood  thought  no  more  of 
small  fibs  at  times  than  she  did  of  rudeness — there's 
nothing  the  matter  with  me.'' 

The  stranger  smiled,  passed  on,  and  came  to  whert 
Eve  stood. 

**Ah,''  he  said,  stopping,  "here  is  a  familiar  face. 
You  and  I  have  met  before,  mademoiselle.'' 

"  Met  before  !'*  echoed  madame,  while  all  the  teach- 
ers and  pupils  stared.  "  Why,  where  can  Monsieur  Men- 
dez  have  met  Miss  Hazelwood  ?'* 

Madame,  the  other  evening,  walkmg  along  the  road 
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pk  ther^,  I  saw  a  fairy,  all  in  white  and  pink,  standing 
at  a  gate  in  the  moonlight,  and  I  went  up,  and  asked  to 
be  directed  to  you/' 

It  was  the  night  of  the  ftte/^  Eye  said,  a  little 
embarrassed  to  find  all  eyes  fixed  on  her.  I  directed 
monsieur  to  the  pensionnaV^ 

Here  the  study-bell  rang,  and  madame  and  her  com- 
panion bowing  themselyes  out,  left  the  young  ladies  to 
go  up  stairs.  Hermine,  the  portress,  was  just  opening 
the  front  door  in  answer  to  an  imperative  ring  as  her 
mistress  crossed  the  yestibule  on  her  way  to  the  parlor. 
The  yisitor  was  a  little,  spare,  wiry  man,  who  nodded  to 
madame  with  easy  indifference,  but  started  back  at  signt 
of  her  companion  as  if  he  had  seen  a  ghost 

'*Eh,  what  r  he  cried,  energetically,  *'it  ean^t  be ! 
it  can't  be  r 

And  the  sentence  was  finished  by  a  blank  etare. 
Monsieur  evidently  mistakes  me  for  some  one,*^ 
iaid    the   gentleman,  with  a  courteous  smile  and 
feow, 

^'No,  that  never  was  hk  voice,"  said  the  Jittle  man, 
still  staring ;  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  you  look  m 
much  like  some  one  I  once  knew,  that  at  first  VM  b« 
hanged  if  I  didn't  think  it  was  he/' 
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Allow  me  to  make  yon  acquainted,  gent  emen/' 
interposed  madame,  blandly ;  Monsieur,  this  is  Doc- 
tor Lance,  one  of  my  professors,  and  the  guardian  of 
two  of  my  pupils.  Professor,  my  friend  from  Cuba^ 
Senor  Mendez,  who  has  kindly  come  to  visit  me  in  mj 
Canadian  home.'' 

Happy  to  make  your  acquaintance,  sir,''  grunted 
the  professor.  "  Madame,  I  want  to  see  my  wards — J 
aaye  a  piece  of  news  for  them  that  I  think  will  make 
them  open  their  eyes." 

Madame  led  the  way  into  the  parlor,  and  rang  the 
bell. 

"No  bad  news,  I  trust  ?"  she  asked. 

*^  That's  as  may  be.  The  fact  is,  I'm  tired  of  them^ 
and  I  think  it  high  time  this  other  guardian,  who  is 
also  their  nearest  liring  blood  relation,  should  take 
charge  of  them.  So  I  wrote  to  him.  He  was  in  Eng- 
land, as  you  know,  and  here  (producing  a  document) 
is  his  answer,  telling  me  to  pack  them  both  off  by  the 
next  steamer  to  him." 

Mm  Dieu  !  we  shall  be  desolated  at  losing  them 
Babette,"  to  the  girl  who  answered  the  bell,  ^'go  tell 
MademoiBelles  Wood  and  Hazelwood  that  their  gu^dkm 
ii  here  and  desires  to  see  them  immediately,'* 


Mansieur^s  wards  are,  then,  the  two  young  ladies  I 
was  speaking  to  ?  '  asked  Senor  Mendez. 

''Yes,  monsieur,  and  the  tall  and  handsoaaa  one  if 
the  star  pupil  of  my  school.  Ah  !  how  much  we  shall 
regret  her  !  But  I  hear  them  coming ;  Monsieur  Men- 
dez, come  this  way,  if  you  please.  Monsieur  Lance  may 
lesire  to  be  alone  with  his  wards.'* 

The  preceptress  and  her  Cuban  friend  passed  out 
just  as  Eye  and  Hazel,  in  a  state  of  astonishment  as  to 
what  Doctor  Lance  could  possibly  want  at  such  a  time, 
went  in  to  hear  the  unexpected  tidings. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

bye's  first  pboposal. 

chambres  d  coucher^  as  Madame  Moreau'a 
young  ladies  styled  what  common  people  call 
their  bedrooms,  were  situated  on  the  third 
floor  of  the  pensionnat ;  and  all  along  that  third  floor, 
me  moonlight  night,  about  a  week  after  the  rainy  after- 
soon  on  wnich  Eve  and  Hazel  quarreled,  a  long  row  of 
lights  twinkled.  In  these  apartments  sacred  to  youth, 
ba^^aty,  innocence,  and  all  that  kind  of  thing,  the  whole 
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troupe  ot  pensionnaires  abore  the  age  of  ten  were  gath* 
@red^  and  great  was  the  bustle^  and  chatting  and  confus* 
ion  reigning  within.  Bustle  and  conf uaion^  in  f act,  had 
been  the  order  of  the  day.  The  whole  school  was  in  a 
state  of  unprecedented  excitement^  thinking  and  talking 
of  nothing  but  the  two  great  erenta  ahout  to  take  place 
— ^the  departure  of  Eve  and  Hazel  for  England,  and  Mad- 
dame  Schaffer's  grand  farewell-party,  given  the  night 
before  their  departure,  in  their  honor.  The  misery  of 
parting,  which  had  cost  the  young  ladies  copious  showers 
of  tears  during  the  past  melancholy  week,  was  entirely 
lost  sight  of  to-night.  They  were  all  sorry,  no  doubt,  but, 
poor  caged  starlings  1  we  all  know  how  sweet  parties  were 
in  our  boarding-school  days.  Oh,  the  Elysian  dreams  of 
the  sweet  youths  we  were  to  dance  with ;  the  delicious 
visions  of  ice-cream,  jellies,  boned  turkey,  and  blanc 
mange,  that  floated  before  our  mind's  eyes  ;  and  how 
utterly  we  forgot  the  existence  of  Lindley  Murray,  the 
rule  of  three,  and  the  dismal  to-morrow,  in  the  whirl  of 
the  waltz  and  the  glare  of  the  gaslights.  So  the  pen* 
nonnaires  arrayed  themselves  in  all  the  purple  and  fine 
linen  allow^ed  at  that  bread-and-butter-eating  age,  and 
giggled,  and  gossiped,  and  lost  sight  altogether  of  the 
heart-rending  parting  so  close  at  hand. 
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In  one  of  these  rooms,  all  littered  07er  with  garmeats^ 
«)ooks,  half-packed  trunks,  and  traveling-bags,  two 
demoiselles  were  putting  the  finishing  toucnes  on  their 
toilet.  The  one  who  stood  before  the  glass,  eyeing  her- 
self complacently  from  tip  to  toe,  had  her  sm^U  and 
very  roundabout  figure  draped  in  a  swelling  amplitude 
of  pink  gauze,  very  low-necked,  very  short-sleeved,  white 
and  red  roses  looping  up  the  full  skirt,  clasping  the  cor- 
sage, clasping  the  sleeves,  and  wreathed  in  and  out  the 
bright  brown  hair.  But  the  red  roses  paled  before  the 
peony  hue  of  her  cheeks,  flushed  with  excitement ;  and 
the  stars  of  Cancer,  glittering  in  the  June  sky  outside; 
were  not  brighter  nor  starrier  than  the  shining  brown 
eyes.  She  had  just  drenched  a  pocket-handkerchief  in 
Jockey  Club,  filling  the  room  with  perfume,  and  flirting 
out  her  gauzy  skirts,  she  twirled  round  like  a  whirlwind, 
and  settled  suddenly  down  before  her  companion,  in 
what  children  call  "making  a  cheese/*  her  pmk  dress 
ballooning  out  all  around  her. 

"  Ma  bonne  cousine!  ma  chere  princesse^  my  darling 
Bve !  how  do  you  like  me 

The  young  lady  addressed  stood  at  some  distance, 
orrawing  on  her  gloves.  At  all  times,  in  any  dress,  Ere 
Hazelwood  must  be  beautiful,  but  she  looked  unusually 
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loTely  to-night.  It  might  have  been  that  her  drejs  wai 
most  becoming ;  amber  crape,  with  trimmings  of  rich 
white  lace  and  creamy  roses ;  her  only  ornament  a  slender 
gold  chain  and  cross,  and  the  glossy  black  curls  falling 
in  glittering  darkness  over  her  shoulders.  If  Hazel  was 
flushed.  Eve  was  pale — something  unusal  for  her— and 
that  and  the  pensive  look  her  sweet  face  wore  gave, 
perhaps  the  new  charm  to  her  fresh  young  beauty.  She 
and  Hazel  had  smoked  the  calumet  of  peace,  though 
Miss  Wood  had  not  gone  to  the  ball,  and  Mr.  Paul 
Schaffer  had  heard  the  whole  aflEair,  and  formed  his  own 
opinion  of  Eve  accordingly.  She  looked  up  now,  and 
surveyed  her  cousin  with  a  critical  eye. 

"You  look  in  good  health,  for  your  face  is  as  red  as 
your  dress,  but  you  smell  rather  strongly  for  my  taste. 
Why  do  you  use  so  much  perfume 

"  Because  I  like  to  smell  nice ;  and  gentlemen  are 
i0mething  like  hounds — they  follow  the  scent  I  Doesn't 
MY  dress  fit  splendidly  ?" 

"It's  a  great  deal  too  tight.  You'll  burst  out  of 
your  hooks  and  eyes  before  morning." 

"Fldo  nothing  of  the  sort!"  indignantly.  "Yois 
wouldn't  have  me  go  in  a  bag,  I  hope  I  It  fits  lika  a 
worsted  stocking  on  a  man's  nom  !" 
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STow,  Hazel,  you  know  you  broke  three  corset-lacei 
icrewing  yourself  up  before  you  could  get  it  in  I  Yoali 
die  of  a  rush  of  blood  to  the  head,  if  you  are  not  car@« 
f  ul  r 

"I  shouldn't  wonder,"  said  Hazel,  in  a  subdued  tone; 
I  feel  as  if  there  was  an  extra  quantity  of  the  fluid  up 
there  now.  But  what  is  one  to  do  ?  I  can't  go  looking 
like  a  hogshead  round  the  waist,  and  I  must  lace  up  to 
be  a  decent  figure.  I  don't  see  why  I  can't  be  thin  and 
genteel,  like  you;  it's  dreadful  to  be  so  fat  as  I 
am!" 

It's  a  harrowing  case,  certainly,"  said  Eve,  laugh- 
mg  ;  "  and  what's  more,  I  am  afraid  there  is  no  help  for 
il    Howeyer,  Paul  Schaffer  doesn't  mind^ — " 

Dear,  darling  Paul!"  burst  out  the  gushing  Miss 
Wood,  her  eyes  dancing  fandangoes  in  her  head.  '^0 
Eve  !  isn't  it  good  of  him  to  come  to  England  with  os, 
all  on  my  account.  Nobody  need  say,  after  that,  hf 
doesn*t  care  for  me  I* 

This  fact  was  quite  true.  Monsieur  Paul  SchaSer 
had,  to  the  surprise  of  everyone,  announced  his  inten- 
tion of  going  over  the  Atlantic  in  the  same  steamer  with 
Doctor  Lance  and  his  warda.  HazeFs  first  sensation,  on 
being  told  of  her  removal  to  anothsi  land,  had  been  om 
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of  intensest  diimay.  What  will  Paul  say  ?  How  cohM 
1  laaTe  Paul  ?  had  been  her  first  distracted  thought 
Paul  settled  the  matter  at  onoe. 

I  have  been  waiting  to  visit  Old  England  this  long 
time;  petite/*  he  said,  coolly,  *'and  now  is  the  time, 
I  will  go  over  with  you,  my  darling,  and  see  what  kind 
of  place  this  ancestral  home  of  you  Hazelwoods  is/* 

And  from  that  instant  Hiazel's  earthly  happiness 
was  complete. 

^^I  don't  see  why  you  can't  like  him.  Eve,*'  she  said, 
petulantly ;     you  have  no  right  to  be  so  prejudiced. 
If  I  lost  him,"  with  a  little  passionate  gesture, 
should  die !" 

There  was  so  much  of  desperate  earnestness  m  poor 
Hazel's  tones,  that  Eve  was  touched.  She  took  the 
burning  cheeks  between  her  cool  hands,  and  bending 
down,  kissed  her. 

*'My  darling,  I  will  try  to  like  him  for  your  sake^ 
but  he  is  not  half  good  enough  for  you  I" 

I  Wl  you  he  is  I  He  is  good  enough  for — ^a  prin- 
©esar 

t  for  me  !"  laughed  Eve.  "I  wt)uld  not  marrf 
Mm  h  ke  were  to  make  me  a  queea  !  But  all  to  theii 
taste    Sure  you  engaged 
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-STo— yes — I  don't  know.  He  lores  me^  auad  I  Kim 
—that's  enough." 

Is  it  ?  I  know  nothing  about  such  things  ;  but  it 
teems  to  me  he  should  speak  to  our  guardian/' 

What !  to  that  old  death's-head-and-cros^^boneSj^ 
Doctor  Lance  ?  No,  thank  you.  Wait  till  we  go  to 
England,  and  then  I  know  he  will  ask  our  other  guar- 
dian. Cousin  Arthur.  He  cannot  be  such  an  old 
snapping-turtle,  surely,  as  this  one." 

"  Hazel,  look  here.    Is  he  my  cousin,  too 

"  Why,  of  course  he  is  I   Why  shouldn't  he  be  ?" 

I  don't  know,  but  sometimes  I  think^ — Hazel,  do 
you  know  I  scarcely  erer  heard  anything  of  my  father 
ftnd  mother  ?" 

Why,  they're  both  dead  and  buried  ages  ago,"  said 
Hazel,  drawing  on  her  gloyes.  "  What  on  earth  did  you 
want  to  hear  about  them  P' 

*'Your  mother  neyer  would  speak  of  them  She 
used  to  put  me  off.  And  Doctor  Lance,  the  only  time 
I  eyer  summoned  up  courage  enough  to  speak  c;o  Mm  m 
the  subject,  toll  me  to  hold  my  tongue,  and  be  thank- 
ful I  cfver  had  a  father  and  mother  at  aU,  for  it  wm 
more  than  I  deserved." 

And  served  you  right  too,"  was  HazeFs  symp** 
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tlietk  sBEwer^  dragging  dead  people  out  of  thm 
graTOi.  There,  I  declare  they^re  calling  us  I  Where'f 
mj  hood  and  shawl  ?   Are  you  ready  ? 

**Yes/'  said  Eve,  hastily  donning  her  wraps  ;  **pw- 
haps  Babette  and  Hermine  are  to  pack  up  for  us,  and 
have  onr  trunks  ready  when  called  for.  Are  they 
not?^"' 

Yes,  yes,  come  along,  or  all  the  rest  will  get  into 
the  carriages  before  us  and  we  will  get  our  dresses  aw* 
fully  mussed  up,'' 

Eye  cast  one  last  long  look  behind. 

Good-bye,  old  room,"  she  said  ;  "I  hare  been  yery 
happy  here — happier,  perhaps,  than  I  will  ever  be  in  the 
land  where  I  am  going/' 

Hdf  a  dozen  carriages,  not  to  speak  of  the  hug© 
cmrryall  belonging  to  the  school,  known  to  the  girls  as 
Hoah^g  Ark,  were  drawn  up  before  the  door,  and  the 
astatic  pensionnaires  crowded  in,  and  in  twenty  min- 
lies  were  crowding  out  again  in  front  of  the  Schaffer 
homestead.  That  building  was  one  sheet  of  light  from 
cellar  to  grenier;  and  the  regimental  Imnd,  perched  up 
in  the  gallery  of  the  ball-room,  was  in  full  blast  at  th» 
ttemal    Vire  la  Canadienne.*' 

VIt®  la  Yankae-enne  !  '*  conmenoed  Hasel  Wood, 
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leaping  out  into  the  extended  coatslesres  of  her  M^irel 
Paul. 

"  We're  no  Canadians,  for  which  oh  be  jojfui  I 
*'  Welcome,  ma  petite  /"  exclaimed  Madanje  SchaSer, 
sweeping  up,  gorgeous  to  look  at,  in  ruby  saiin,  and 
emeralds,  and  kissing  HazeFs  two  red  cheeks,  **aiid 
welcome  my  lovely  Eye.  But,  Mon  Dieu!  where  have 
your  roses  gone  to,  child  ?  You  are  a®  white  m  a 
spirit  ! 

Hazel  has  them."  Eye  smiled  as  she  mn  up-gtairi 
to  her  dressing-room.  "  Louis,  don't  pull  the  dress  oS 
my  back  !    What  do  you  want  ?" 

The  first  waltz.  Eve  !  We're  parting— where  is  mj 
pockethandkerchief  ?  It  may  be  for  years,  and  it  m^j 
be  forever,  as  Kathleen  Mavourneen  remarks,  and  iff 
the  least  you  can  do.    Say  yes." 

Yes,  yes  ;  let  me  go  !  Here  comes  Doctor  Lsni^ 
and  Monsieur  D'Arville  I  They  will  say  we  m%  Sirt- 
ing." 

They  never  nade  a  greater  mistake  in  their  ii vai, 
then,"  said  Louis,  sauntering  off,  while  Eve  ran  up-stairi 
after  the  rest. 

All  was  confusion  and  most  admired  disorder  in  th@ 
Irawing-room,  where  every  one  was  talk'ng  and  laugh- 
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ing  &t  the  tiptop  of  her  lungs,  and  pajing  no  ittentiM 
to  her  neighbor. 

Talk  about  Babel !"  exclaimed  Hazel,  tripimig  pail 
Eye,  "  after  this  tumult.  Hurry  up.  Eye,  if  you  don't 
want  to  be  deafened  for  life." 

Ere,  consigning  her  wraps  to  a  serrant,  shook  out  her 
floating  skirts,  glanced  at  her  curls  and  at  the  bright 
face  the  mirror  reflected,  and  left  the  noisy  scene.  At 
the  foot  of  the  grand  staircase  she  encountered  Louis 
Schaffer. 

Here  you  are  at  last  1''  cried  that  young  gentleman, 
briskly.  What  a  shocking  length  of  time  it  does  take 
you  girls  to  settle  your  furbelows  (Ere  had  been 
gone  about  six  minutes.)  Gome  along,  our  waltz  wiU 
commence  in  a  brace  of  shakes." 

"  What  length  of  time  is  a  brace  of  shakes,  Louis 
laughed  Eye  as  she  his  took  arm  and  entered  the  bril* 
!iantly-lighted  and  well-filled  ballroom. 

Neyer  you  mind,  it's  that  long.  Oh  my,  what  hay© 
we  here?'* 

Quite  a  large  circle  were  gathered  near  the  center  of 
the  room,  who,  judging  from  their  peals  of  laughter, 
were  eyidently  enjojring  themselyes  immensely.  Among 
&em,  with  an  amused  smile  on  his  face,  stood  Prate«K>r 

■# 


EVE'S  FIRST  PROPOSAL.  23« 


D'Arrille,  and  in  the  ceater  of  the  group  stood  Paul 
Schaffer^  with  Hazel  and  half  a  dozen  of  the  wild  pm^ 
monnaires  around  him. 

"Ere,  Eve,  come  here  T  called  Kate  Schaffer,  **and 
defend  yoursell  Hazel  Wood  is  telling  tales  ^ut  of 
8chooL*' 

''Belating  dreadful  legends  of  your  goings  on  in 
New  York,  mademoiselle/'  said  the  young  professor, 
turning  his  amused  face  to  the  young  lady  he  addressed, 
"Are  they  all  true?'' 

*'0f  course  they  are/'  shrilly  cried  Hazel.  "I  neyer 
tell  fibs." 

"  Except  where  the  truth  don't  answer,"  put  in 
Louis  Schaffer,  sotto  voce. 

Mr.  Schaffer,  I'll  thank  you  not  to  be  impertinent ; 
you  know  nothing  about  it.  Oh,  we  used  to  haye  glor- 
ious times  in  the  long  racations,  and  Ere,  prim  as  she 
looks,  can't  deny  it.  We  used  to  promenade  Broadway 
—clean,  delightful,  delicious  Broadway — at  all  hours  of 
the  day  and  night,  staring  at  the  nice  young  men  loaf- 
ing and  picking  their  teeth  on  the  hotel  steps,  disporting 
ourselTes  Sundays  in  the  Park  on  two  charming  ponies 
we  had  and  turning  the  heads  of  ererything  masouliae 
we  came  across.   Didn't  we,  Eie  ?" 
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<rDo  come  away/' said  Eye  to  Louis,  her  cheaki 
fiushing,  and  feeling  annoyed  beyond  measuie,  she 
scarcely  knew  why,  at  Hazel's  exaggerated  exposL  Per« 
haps  because  Paul  Schaffer  was  staring  at  her  so  ofien* 
sirely  as  he  caressed  his  mustache  ;  perhaps,  because 
of  that  amused  and  queer  smile  on  Monsieur  D*Arville'» 
handsome  Creole  face ;  perhaps — but  who  can  read  a 
girFs  reasons  ,  when  she  cannot  even  do  it  herself  ? 

*'Then  there  was  Barnum's  Museum  in  the  after- 
noon/' went  on  the  reckless  Hazel,  "  where  we  used  to 
go  to  the  theater,  and  push,  and  pull,  and  crowd  in  with 
the  rest  of  the  female  mob  who  frequent  that  palace  of 
wonders.  And  oh !  such  a  fascinating  young  policeman 
that  used  to  grab  us  by  the  shoulder  and  land  us  across, 
through  a  delirious  maze  of  stages,  cars,  carts,  coaches, 
and  eyery  other  kind  of  vehicle  under  heayen,  from  a 
wheelbarrow  up.  He  was  my  first,  my  last,  my  only 
love,  that  nice  young  policeman ;  and  I  know  Eve  was  is 
a  worse  state  about  him  than  1 1" 

Louis,  Louis,  come  away  V*  Eve  repeated,  every 
vein  tingling  with  her  intense  mortification  ;  but  Louis 
wm  enjoying  the  fun  amazingly,  and  held  her  fasi 

"  And  what's  more, '  Hazel  continued,  lowering  haf 
mo®  to  a  thrilling  whisper,    we  used  to  go  the  Bowery 
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Theater.  Our  gentlemen  wouldn't  take  us  there,  so  we  paid 
the  waiter-man  in  the  house  where  we  boarded  to  escort 
us.  Eve  only  went  once,  and  after  hard  coaxing  then  ; 
but  I  went  lots  of  times,  and  there  never  was  such 
fun.  Oh,  my  heart  will  certainly  break  aftfer  New 
York.'' 

For  pity  sake,  Louis,  let  me  go  1"  Eve  desperately 
cried,  and  Louis  looking  at  her,  saw  her  whole  face  flushed 
and  her  eyes  full  of  tears  of  bitter  humiliation.  More 
keenly  even  than  she  felt  for  herself,  she  felt  for  Hazel, 
who,  of  an  excited  nature  at  all  times  seemed  half  out 
of  herself  to-night. 

"  What,  you're  never  crying.  Eve  I"  exclaimed  Louis  : 
and  Professor  D'Axville  glanced  at  the  beautiful  morti- 
fied face  through  his  half -closed  eyes.  What  a  goose 
you  are,  to  be  sure  I  Oh,  here's  our  waltz.  Off  we  go, 
then." 

Very  little  the  belle  of  the  ball — ^f  ©r  such,  undeniably. 
Eve  was — enjoyed  that  waltz. 

How  he  must  despise  me  1"  her  pained  heart  kepi 
crying  bitterly  all  the  time. 

'*He  I"  Ah  that  tell-tale  little  pronoun — even  Eve, 
the  iceberg,  had  come  to  it  at  ImL 

Louis  would  have  carried  her  oE  in  search  of  ice 
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when  the  dance  was  concluded,  but  Eye  shook  him  cfi 
rather  peremptorily,  and  started  in  »earch  of  her  cousin^ 
bent  on  reading  her  a  lecture.  In  the  cool  recess  of  a 
deep  window  she  found  her  seated,  flushed  after  the 
the  waltz,  fanning  herself  violently,  and  fortunately 
alone.  Paul  Schaffer  had  gone  in  search  of  a  glass  of 
ice-water  for  his  hot  little  partner.  Eve  broke  upon  her, 
with  scarlet  cheeks  and  flashing  eyes,  and  began  the 
attack  without  preface. 

Hazel,  have  you  gone  mad  ?  What  did  you  mean 
by  telling  all  those  atrocious  fables  to  that  gaping  crowd 
half  an  hour  ago,  and  making  us  the  laughing  stock  of 
the  room  ?  If  you  have  no  respect  for  yourself,  you 
might  have  a  little  consideration  for  me/' 

"  Eh  r  said  Hazel,  looking  up  in  surprise.  "  What'« 
all  this  about  ?   What's  the  matter  with  you 

The  matter  I"  said  Eva,  in  a  tone  of  suppressed 
passion.  You  made  a  protty  show  of  yourseU  and  me 
to-night,  did  you  not 

"Lai   I  only  told  the  truth 

"  It  was  not  the  truth  ;  at  least,  you  exaggerated 
most  shamefully.  What  must  those  who  heard  you 
think?  Professor  D'Arville  will  have  a  flM  opimon  of 
iuapupils." 
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Bail !  Who  cares  ?  An  old  schoolm&star  like 
kirn  I" 

He  is  not  a  echoolmaster  T 

Positive,  school ;  comparative,  schoolmaster ;  «« 
perlative,  professor  1  It's  worse !  Besides,  ye  are 
not  his  pupils  any  more ;  we  are  going  to  '  Merrio 
Brgland/ 

'  Snglasd,  my  coantry — ^great  and  free^ 
Heart  of  the  world,  I  leap  to  thee.' 

Professor  D^Arville  may  go  to  grass  I*' 

I  have  only  one  thing  to  say,"  exclaimed  Eve, 
who,  being  only  mortal — poor  thing  1 — ^like  the  rest  of 
us,  was  intensely  angry,  that  if  I  ever  hear  you  tell- 
ing such  abominable  tales  again,  you  and  I  will  not  be 
friends  for  the  rest  of  our  lives  !   Bemember  that'' 

Paul  SchafEer  was  coming  up  with  the  ice-water,  and 
/Sve  swept  away,  catching  Hazel's  shrill  exclamation  ai 
she  went. 

Why,  Paul,  here's  Eve  raging  like  a  Bengal  tif«r 
oecause  I  said  all  that  a  while  ago,  and  Professor  D'Ar- 
viile  heard  it.    Did  you  ever  ?" 

In  no  mood  at  that  moment  for  enjoyment,  and  hot 
almost  as  Hazel  herself.  Eve  stepped  through  one  of  th« 
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large  French  windows,  out  on  the  lawn,  for  the  drawings 
room  was  on  the  ground-floor.  Something  else  had 
annoyed  her  on  the  way.  Kate  Schaffer  was  singing, 
like  a  nightingale,  some  charming  Italian  songs,  and 
Professor  D'Arville  was  standing  by  the  piano,  turning 
orer  her  music  with  an  entranced  face,  drinking  in  every 
note,  with  eyes  and  ears  for  her  alone.  Poor  Eye  \ 
She  had  got  into  a  most  unhappy  state  of  mind  that 
night,  and  everything  was  going  wrong.  Kate  SchaSei 
was  a  handsome  girl,  an  heiress,  and  the  daughter  of 
the  house,  no  doubt ;  but  why  need  Professor  D'Aryilli 
be  blind  to  all  the  rest  of  the  world  because  of  that  ? 

The  weird  white  summer  moon,  sailing  serenely  uf 
in  the  blue-black  concave  of  heaven,  with  her  myriad  of 
stars  keeping  court  about  her,  looked  down  on  the  flushed 
cheek  and  troubled  breast  of  the  young  girl,  leaning 
against  the  pine-tree,  as  it  has  looked  on  many  another 
young  girl  in  similar  trouble.  Eve  saw  nothing  of  the 
iolamn  beauty  of  the  night.  She  was  thinking  that  to- 
t  Morrow  she  left  Canada  forever,  and  perhaps  the  4rgt 
mwB  she  would  hear,  in  far-off  England,  would  be  tht 
marriage  of  Monisieur  D'Arville  and  Kate  SchaSen 
There  was  no  earthly  r^on  why  such  an  event  should 
diaturb  her,  but  it  did  disturb  her  signally ;  and,  just  u 
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a!ie  was  brooding  drearily  over  it,  two  gentlemi^  mm^ 
up  the  patti  to  the  house,  smoking  cigars  and  talking v 
Eve  recognized  them,  and  drew  back  into  the  shadow  &£ 
the  trees.  One  was  her  guardian.  Doctor  Lance,  tht 
other.  Monsieur  Schaffer,  Senior.  ^ 

"  And  so,"  Monsieur  Schaffer  was  sajing,  D'Arville 
has  really  accepted  this  situation." 

D'Arville  has  really  accepted  the  situation  of  sec- 
retary to  Mr.  Arthur  Hazelwood,  and  goes  to  England 
in  the  same  steamer  with  me,"  Doctor  Lance  replied. 

had  no  idea  he  would  when  I  spoke  to  him  about  it 
— ^told  him  Hazelwood  had  written  to  me  to  find  and 
fetch  him  a  competent  secretary — the  man  himself 
always  was  abominably  lazy  from  a  boy.  I  gpoke 
D'Arville,  to  see  if  he  knew  any  one  in  Montreal  who 
would  suit.    His  answer  was — 

'*'Yes.' 

Who  is  he  PI  asked. 
*  Myself,'  was  his  reply. 

Of  course,  I  jumped  at  the  offer — «ved  me  trouM®^ 
you  see.    The  salary  is  a  good  one,  the  situation  easy  ; 
but  D'Arville  is  a  fool,  im  all  that.    The  young  man  has 
talent,  and  I  never  before  thought  he  wanted  ambition.'* 
Th0  two  pas^d  in,  and  Bto  cume  out  from  t)m 


U%  EYE'S  FLBST  PB0P08AL. 


ihadow  with  an  altered  face  and  an  altered  heart  Am 
ehe  did  so^  a  step  sounded  behind  her ;  a  tall  figure  iraa 
by  her  side  in  the  moonlight^  and  Paul  Schaffer's  dark 
eyes  were  upon  her  face.  Something  in  that  look 
startled  Eye.    She  turned  to  go^  but  he  detained  her, 

"  Why  do  you  always  fly  when  I  come  near  ?"  he 
asked.      Am  I  so  yery  hateful  to  you  V 

Eve  was  naturally  straightforward  and  truthful  in 
the  extreme.  She  merely  closed  her  lips  by  way  of 
answer,  and  stood  looking  straight  before  her.  Paul 
Schaffer  lowered  his  yoice,  his  eyes,  and  his  tall  head, 

I  haye  been  searching  for  you  the  past  fifteen 
minutes.   I  haye  something  yery  particular  to  say.'' 

Eye's  heart  beat  faster,  and  for  one  instant  sh« 
glanced  hurriedly  around,  as  if  to  fly. 

"  No,  no  I  You  must  not  go  I  Miss  Hazelwood-^ 
Eye — ^you  leaye  Canada  to-morrow.  I  must  speak  to  yoi 
to-night  r 

"  I  must  go  into  the  house  I"  Eye  said,  in  a  yioleal 
tremor.    '^I  shall  be  missed  T 

She  turned  to  go,  but  he  caught  her,  and  the  wordi 
she  dreaded  to  hear  were  spoken.  With  a  sharp  cryt 
•he  broke  from  him,  and  stood,  with  parted  lipi  mA 
jj^ting  heart,  looking  at  him  with  dilated  eyes* 
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"  I  loye  you,  Eve  I"  he  still  cried.      May  I  hop®  T 

The  eyes  that  looked  at  him  were  full  of  horror, 
kdr  hands  flew  up  and  coyered  her  face. 

"  0  Haael  1  Hazel  I  Hazel  I"  was  her  bitter  cry, 
I  do  not  care  for  her  1  I  neyer  did  1  I  care  «nly  for 
you  1   Eve,  listen  to  me — " 

But  Eve  was  gone.  Back  into  the  house  she  sought 
refuge  in  a  remote  and  closely-curtained  window,  and 
crouched  down,  feeling  as  if  her  whole  life  had  changed 
within  the  hour,  as  if  the  earth  were  reeling  under  her 
feet>  and  youth,  and  innocence,  and  happy  girlhood  gone 
like  a  dream. 

Yes,  Eve,  the  happy  days  of  careless  youth  have  gone 
forever ;  womanhood  with  its  deeper  joys  and  sorrowi 
opens  before  you,  and  the  Book  of  Life  hm  turned  oref 
m  ^  new  page. 
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CHAPTEB  XVI. 
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lEE  No.  —  was  crowded.  Throngs  of  peopk 
were  pouring  to  it  in  one  steady  stream; 
carts,  carriages,  and  yehicles  of  all  sorts  rat- 
tled oyer  the  stony  city-streets,  and  deposited  their  in- 
side freight  of  trayelers,  and  their  outside  freight  of 
baggage  on  the  thronged  pier,  blazing  under  a  scorching 
July  sun. 

"Everybody''  was  supposed  to  have  left  New  York, 
but  New  York  looked  tolerably  full  yet,  judging  from 
the  number  in  this  particular  spot,  coming  to  see  their 
friends  off  for  England,  or  from  idle  curiosity.  The 
steamer's  deck  was  thronged,  too  ;  in  fact,  every  available 
portion  for  the  steamer,  excepting  the  smokepipe,  was 
thronged,  and  great  and  mighty  was  the  uproar  thereof. 

Among  the  many  groups,  a  little  knot  of  four  person® 
gtood — two  ladies  and  two  gentlemen.  Place  mix  dames! 
The  ladies  were  very  young,  mere  girls  in  their  teens, 
Mkd  one  very  pretty.  It  was  the  tall  one  with  th@ 
coquettish  turban  that  set  go  jauntily  on  her  black  curls. 
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«ke  sc&flet  tip  of  its  black  plume  not  brighier  than  the 
iiTing  scarlet  on  cheek  and  lip,  her  tightly-Stting  black 
basquine  showing  off  to  perfection  a  superb  fignxe,  liti:* 
snd  slender  as  a  young  willow,  and  the  morning  sunlight 
loated  back  from  a  pair  of  luminous  dark  eyes^  dl  un- 
fathomable depth  and  brightness.  She  leaned  lightly 
against  the  railing,  the  breeze  fluttering  her  gray  dress, 
the  black  lace  yail  she  held  in  her  gloyed  hand,  waving 
like  a  black  banner  the  jetty  curls,  and  deepening  the 
roses  in  her  cheeks,  as  she  gazed  at  the  crowd  before  her 
and  talked  with  her  companion. 

It  was  the  other  young  lady,  a  jolly  little  damsel, 
plump  and  debonnairey  whose  laughing  face  w^  all 
aglow  with  excitement,  and  whose  tongue  ran  in  a 
perptual  flow  of  tittle-tattle.  For  the  gentlemen  :  one 
was  a  dark,  elderly  sharp-looking,  and  wore  spec- 
tacles; the  other  young,  eminently  handsome,  and 
languidly  indifl!erent  to  the  vulgar  uproar  about  him. 

Of  course  you  recognize  them — Ere,  Hazel,  Doctor 
Lance,  and  Professor  D'Aryille — professor  no  longer, 
but  simply  Monsieur  Claude  D'Aryille,  Secretary  to  the 
Honorable  Arthur  Hazelwood,  of  Hazelwood,  (Jounty  of 
Essex,  England.     And  they  are  fairly  off  on  their 

Journey  at  last. 
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And  Hazel's  chattering  tongae  was  rnnning  on  im* 
oessantly. 

**Eve,  look  there  1'*  How  killingly  that  gentleman 
stepping  from  the  hack  is  got  up  I  Why,  my  goodness  I 
I  declare  if  ifa  not  Don  Signer  Monsieur  Mustache 
Whiskerando  himself  1*' 

Etc  looked,  knowing  yery  well  who  Hazel  meant, 
and  saw  a  foreign-looking  and  most  distinguished  gen« 
tleman  alight  from  a  hack,  his  cloak  oyer  his  shoulder, 
in  spite  of  the  heat  of  that  broiling  July  morning,  and 
his  sombrero  pulled  oyer  his  eyes.  The  memory  of  a 
moonlight  night,  of  a  Canadian  yillage,  and  a  stranger 
slipping  up  to  the  gate  oyer  which  she  leaned,  flashed 
back  on  Eye's  mind. 

"It's  Mister  Mendez,  I  yowl"  Hazel  was  crying. 
"It  can't  be  possible,  you  know  that  he — " 

Hazel  stopped  suddenly.  Among  the  surging  sea  of 
human  beings,  ebbing  and  flowingh  on  the  pier,  another 
form  had  caught  her  eyes,  that  of  a  young  man,  who 
approached  Senor  Mendez,  passed  his  arm  throng  his, 
and  walked  with  him  on  board.  Eye  saw  him  at  the 
same  time,  and  her  brows  contracted  in  spite  of  Hazel's 
Joyful  little  cry : 

"OByel  there  is  Paul 
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I  see  him  1 Ere  said  in  a  yexed  tone,  and  thaj 
are  coming  here  I " 

She  threw  the  yail  she  held,  over  her  hat  to  hide  hei 
flushed  and  annoyed  face.  She  had  not  seen  Paul 
Schaffer  since  that  memorable  night  at  his  aunt's  i  and 
the  scene  under  the  pine-tree  came  back,  and  its  hateful 
memory  burned  like  fire  in  her  face.  Some  one  touched 
her  lightly  on  the  shoulder,  and  D'Aryille's  dark  ey©8 
were  piercing  through  the  yail. 

"  Here  are  two  of  your  friends,  mademoisell©.  Ah  ! 
I  perceive  you  have  seen  them  !" 

His  tone  and  smile  annoyed  her  intensely,  but  the 
two  new-comers  had  forced  their  way  along  the  deck 
and  stood  before  them,  hat  in  hand. 

Very  coldly,  very  slightly.  Miss  Hazelwood  acknowl- 
edged Mr.  Schafier's  salute,  choosing  to  ignore  alto- 
gether the  hand  he  extended,  but  Talleyrand  himself 
aeyer  was  more  completely  and  utterly  nonchalant  than 
ha  If  the  waters  of  Lethe  had  been  a  reality,  and  he 
had  drunk  out  the  memory  of  this  last  inter  riew,  Paul 
Sohaffer  could  not  have  been  one  whit  more  at  his  eaae. 

If  Eye's  greeting  lacked  warmth,  Hazel's  made  up 
for  it :  she  pushed  her  hand  through  Paul's  arm,  as  one 
haying  the  right ;  and  bore  him  off,  while  the  Ouba?!^ 
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prince  attached  himself  to  Doctor  Laaca  and  D'AmJg^ 
So  Ere  stood  quite  alone,  listening  to  the  storm  of  good« 
byes  on  every  hand,  and  watching  the  receding  shore  m 
they  iteamed  away  on  their  outward-bound  course,  to 
the  parting  cheer  from  the  land,  and  then  a  mist  canif 
oyer  the  bright,  dark  eyes. 

Good-bye  to  America  !  my  native  land,"  her  heart 
cried.  I  have  been  very  happy  there — how  will  it  be 
with  me  in  the  land  to  which  I  go  ?" 

There  was  no  prophetic  voice  in  Eve's  soul  to  answer 
th@  question.  The  merciful  vail  that  shrouds  the  f utur® 
no  ^rthly  eyes  might  pierce ;  and  Eve  stopped  in  he? 
musings  to  listen  to  a  girlish  voice  near,  singing,  clear 
fend  sw^t,  Childe  Harold's  farewell  to  England : 

**Adiea,  adieu  !  my  native  shor® 
Fades  o'er  tho  waters  blue, 
The  night  winds  sigh,  the  breakers  roar, 
And  shrieks  the  wild  seamew  I 

Yon  sun  that  ftcts  upon  the  smi 

We  follow  in  his  fight, 
Farewell,  awhile,  to  him  and  the« — 

My  native  land,  good-night  I" 

Mot  good  night,  the  Lord  be  thanked !  **  wdi 
%  broad  voices  cutting  i%     for  it's  Just  breakfast^ 
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There  was  a  general  laugh  and  a  rush  for  tiie  caMm* 
D'Arville  smilingly  offered  his  arm  to  Ere,  and  sentl- 
meni;  was  presently  lost  sight  of  in  sandwiches;  and 
coffee  and  beefsteaks  took  the  place  of  tears  and  pa^ng 
regrets.  ^ 

Will  yon  be  sea-sick,  mademoiselle  Senor  Men- 
dez  asked  Eye. 

They  were  all  sitting  up  on  deck  again,  the  land 
nearly  out  of  sight,  and  Bye  was  between  the  Oreole  and 
D'Aryillee 

"I  don't  know,^'  she  said,  laughing.  **That  re- 
mains to  be  seen  yet.  This  yon  know,  is  my  first  Toy« 
age.    Shall  you?" 

"  Oh  no  !  I  am  an  old  sailor,  and  I  was  neyer  wm 
sick  in  my  life." 

You  are  fortunate,'^  said  D'Arville.  As  for  m.% 
I  expect  to  take  my  stateroom  in  an  hour,  ar.d  be  obliged 
to  keep  it  until  we  reach  Southampton." 

My  case  exactly,"  growled  "Doctor  Lance.  *  "Among 
all  rise  proYcrbs,  ^  Praise  the  sea  but  keep  on  land '  ie 
the  wisest.  And  to  think  I  must  endure  it  all  for  a 
eouple  of  wretched  girls—" 

The  crabbed  little  doctor's  voice  died  away,  pianusU 
mOf  m  a  succeasion  of  growls ;  and  Hazel,  who  sat  next  to 
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Mm,  rose  abruptly,  with  a  Tery  white  and  miserabto 

face. 

I  think  ni  go  below  I   I  don't  feel— « 
"No,  I  should  think  you  didn't,*'  said  Paul,  trying 
to  keep  graye,  but  laughing  in  spite  of  himself,  m 
Hazel's  voice  died  away.    "  Allow  me  to  lead  you  down 
^irs." 

Eye  followed,  and  for  the  rest  of  the  day  was  kept 
busy  enough  waiting  on  Hazel,  who  was  wretchedlj 
sick,  and  amid  her  groans,  and  throes,  and  tears,  pro- 
tested she  must  die. 

All  night  it  was  the  same — ^poor  Hazel's  state  waa 
deplorable ;  and  the  odor  of  cooking  which  would  pene- 
trate into  the  stateroom  aggravated  her  symptoms  be- 
yond  expression. 

It  was  late  on  the  second  day  of  the  voyage  before 
Eve  could  leave  her  and  go  on  deck  to  catch  a  mcuthful 
of  fresh  air.  Fortunately  for  her,  she  had  escaped,  tne 
mal^e-mer  completely;  and,  beyond  being  fagged  out 
waiting  on  her  sick  and  cross  little  cousin,  felt  as  well  m 
when  she  had  started. 

Wof  uUy  thin  the  deck  looked  to  what  it  had  done  a* 
starting ;  very  few  ladies  were  there,  and  among  the 
gentlemen  only  one  face  was  familiar.    He  waa  leaning 
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Ofer  the  side  watching  the  moon  rise,  red  and  rouad 
out  of  the  sea,  like  some  fiery  Venus,  and  Bmoking 
cigar,  but  he  threw  it  oTerboard  and  itarted  up  at  sight 
of  Ere.  ^ 

"  A  thousand  welcomes,  mademoiselle  I  I  am  hap- 
pier than  happy  to  find  you  able  to  come  up  once  more,** 

"  Oh,  I  have  not  been  sick,  monsieur,^'  Bye  said^ 
laughing,  and  answering  in  French  as  Senor  Mendez  had 
mi  the  example.  I  have  only  been  sick-nurse.  My 
poor  cousin  is  half  dead  !" 

"  I  regret  to  hear  it !  Here,  sit  down  and  let  us  see 
if  this  fresh  breeze  will  not  blow  your  roses  back.  They 
haye  wilted  altogether  in  that  steaming  and  suffocating 
«bin,'' 

Where  are  all  the  rest  V*  Ere  i^ked,  taking  the 
proffered  stool. 

^^In  the  same  predicament  as  your  cousin— all  at 
death's  door,  Messieurs  Lance,  D'Arrille,  and  Schaffers 
and  Robinson  Crusoe,  in  his  desert  island,  never  was 
lonelier  than  1 1  Providence,  mademoiselle,  must  have 
sent  you  directly  to  my  relief;  for  I  was  falling  inte 
despair,  and  meditating  a  leap  overboard  and  into  &h# 
other  world,  as  you  came  up." 

And  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire  P 
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**  Quien  sale  P  said  the  Creole,  shrugging  his  shoul- 
der®, *'we  must  only  hope  for  the  best!  Look  at  that 
moonrise,  mademoiselle — I  hare  heard  jou  were  m 
artist/' 

"Who  told  you  soT 

^'  Monsieur  D'Aryille — he  is  a  great  friend  of  youri.** 

Eye's  face  flushed. 
He  was  my  teacher — at  least,  he  would  haye  been, 
had  we  not  left  Canada.    I  wish  I  were  an  artist." 

I  wish  you  were  ;  you  might  immortalize  yourself 
to-night.    Do  you  care  for  the  sea  ?" 

"  Care  is  not  the  word,  monsieur — loye  it.*' 

"Ah  !  then  we  can  sympathize.  I  haye  spent  half 
the  last  fifteen  years  roying  oyer  land  and  sea.  One  of 
these  rolling  stones  that  gather  no  moss.'' 

"  Then  Madame  Rumor  tells  fibs.  She  says  Senor 
Mendez  is  a  prince  in  his  own  land." 

Why,  yes,"  said  the  Creole,  coolly.  "  I  belieye  my 
tstates  in  Cuba  are  rather  princely  than  otherwrse  ;  but 
I  don't  allude  to  that.  I  haye  no  home,  and  no  hwne- 
ties:  a  crusty  old  bachelor,  who  goeth  whithersoeyer 
he  listeth,  with  no  kindly  yoice  to  bid  him  God-speed  at 
his  departure  or  welcome  on  his  return." 

They  were  both  silent,  he  looking  straight  bd^ort 
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him  at  the  red  moonrise,  and  the  girl  watching,  under 
her  eyelashes,  the  bronzed,  handsome  face,  aid  th® 
silver  threads  gleaming  in  and  out  the  raren  hair. 

Monsieur  has  been  a  great  trareler,  then  sh« 
said  at  length,  in  a  subdued  tone. 

'*Over  the  world,  mademoiselle,  from  Dan  to 
Beersheba.  I  haye  ridden  camels  in  Egypt,  smoked 
cigars  under  the  walls  of  Jerusalem,  slept  in  skins  in  an 
Esquimaux  hut,  and  been  grilled  aliye  in  the  jungles  of 
India  and  the  forests  of  Africa.  As  for  Europe— I 
think  there  is  not  a  village  in  the  whole  continent  I 
have  not  done,  and  found  the  whole  thing  an  insuffer- 
able bore/' 

"  And  you  have  been — but  why  need  I  ask— of 
course,  you  have  been  in  England 

"  Yes,  mademoiselle  ;  I  have  explored  that  island—  J 
ha^e  even  beheld  Hazel  wood  Hall." 

**  Indeed  I"  Eve  cried,  vividly  interested.  **  I  should 
like  to  hear  about  that.    It  is  long  ago  ?" 

"Some  five  years.  It  is  a  fine  old  place,  or  would  b® 
in  the  hands  of  any  other  man  than  the  Honorable  Ar- 
thur Haselwood.    But  pardon — he  is  your  relative 

"  I  know  nothing  about  him  ;  T  never  saw  him  in  my 
lifa.    Is  he  a  mauvais  mjet,  then 
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^  H©  is—but  I  shall  tell  you  nothing  about  him-^  jo® 
must  read  him  for  yourself,  I  fear  you  will  find  your 
new  home  rather  lonely — the  o  wner  of  Hazel  wood  Esil 
■r®e®iTas  us  risitors,  and  never  goes  out. 

A  rediige,  is  he  !   Did  you  see  Miss  Forest 

^^The  pale  lady  with  the  light  hair,  who  keeps 
house  for  him  ?  Oh  yes,  I  saw  her ;  she  never  goes 
out  either—they  grow  old  there,  like  potatoes  in  a 
ceUar/^ 

And  the  place  around — what  is  it  ?— a  town,  a  Til« 
lage,  a  wilderness— or  what 

"A  village,  very  pretty,  very  picturesque.  They  call 
it  Monks  wood." 

'^And  Hazelwood  Hall  is  the  place  of  the  place 
"  By  no  means.    It  is  eclipsed  altogether  by  another 
place,  some  seven  miles  off,  far  older,  far  grander,  and 
far  more  revered.    Its  name  is  Blackmonks — Black- 
monks  Priory — audits  owner  is  Lord  Landsdowne." 

Oh  !  and  the  village  has  taken  its  name  from  tht 
priory 

'^^Exaotly,  Long  ago,  when  Mary  was  queen  m 
England,  this  priory  of  Blackmonks  was  founded  there, 

Tinder  her  pati  onage.  When  Elizabeth  came  into  power^ 
tht  HioiikB  were  sent  adrift^  and  Baron  LendsdowB.e.  t 
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»tiudy  old  warrior,  whose  portrait  still  adoriiS  the  grand 
§ntranc8-hall,  took  this  place.  It  has  been  in  the  pos- 
session of  the  Landsdownes  ever  since,  and  is  likely  so  to 
while  the  race  lasts/' 

^'Is  the  present  Lord  Landsdowne  resident'^  at  tht 
priory 

"Not  when  I  was  there — he  was  on  the  continent 
with  his  lady.  He  must  have  been  a  fine  fellow,  for  he 
was  idolized  in  the  place,  I  think  you  would  like 
Blackmonks ;  it  is  quite  magnificent  in  its  ancient 
grandeur,  I  assure  you.  Hazel  wood  dwindles  into  no« 
thing  beside  if 

"  And  Mr.  Hazelwood  is  not  liked  in  Monkswood 

"  Why,  the  fact  is,  mademoiselle,  he  is  looked  upon 
m  a  good  deal  of  a  stranger,  and  considerable  of  an 
intruder.  He  is  a  Yankee,  too — I  beg  your  pardon,*' 
§eeing  her  flush  hotly ;  "  and,  in  short,  there  is  no  love 
lost  between  them.  Perhaps  it  may  be  different  now— » 
I  will  find  out  when  I  go  there/' 
Are  yon  going  there  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  T  have  b'lsiness  in  Bssex.  Well,  sir,  what  do 
jm  want  ?" 

T'b?3  was  addressed  to  one  of  the  cabin- vraitert 
who  approached  them„    The  mm.  wanted  Miss  Hasal- 
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wood — ^the  sick  young  lady  in  No.  35  nad  sent  him  ii 
^srch  of  her ;  and  Eve  had  to  go. 

That  evening's  conversation  was  but  the  beginning 
of  many.  Senor  Mendez  was  cheering — he  beguiled  the 
long  hours  for  her  with  wonderful  stories  of  his  adven 
tures  in  India,  Africa,  China,  and  the  Holy  Land- 
Eve  thought  the  Thousand  and  One  were  nothing  to 
him.  Then,  too,  after  the  first  week,  D'Arville  was 
able  to  come  up,  a  little  wan  and  spectral  at  first,  after 
his  sickness — ^but  Eve  blushed  frankly  at  seeing  him, 
and  held  out  her  hand  with  a  shy  grace,  that  might 
have  bewitched  old  Diogenes  himself. 

Very  pleasant  to  Miss  Evangeline  Hazelwood  was  the 
voyage  after  that ;  at  least,  the  hours  spent  on  deck  ;  for 
Hazel  kept  sick  still,  and  was  cross  and  querulous,  and 
monopolized  Eve  half  the  time.  And  Eve,  being  good- 
natured  and  kind-hearted,  and  very  fond  of  the  impa» 
tient  little  invalid,  read  to  her,  and  sang  to  her,  and 
retailed  Senor  Mendez's  stories,  and  brought  daily  little 
messes  to  tempt  the  flagging  appetite.  Doctor  Lance^, 
being  as  poor  a  sailor  as  his  elder  ward,  was  invisible 
also ;  and  though  Paul  Schaifer  made  his  appearance  on 
deck.  Eve  was  very  little  troubled  with  him.  Once, 
Snding  her  alone,  he  had  attempted  to  accost  her  with 
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his  cmstomary  cool  nonchalance,  biii  Prince® sa  aad 
drawn  back  and  up,  with  eyes  that  flashed  black  flames^ 
and  had  swept  past  him  in  such  superb,  silent  scorn,  th^t 
even  he  never  attempted  it  again.  Eve  had  not  seen  the 
ominous  smile  with  which  he  looked  after  her,  nor  heard 
his  half-muttered  words : 

"My  bird  of  Paradise  sails  high,  but  I  think  I  will 
clip  her  glittering  wings  before  long.  La  Princesse 
reigns  it  right  royally,  but  I  think  I  will  humble  her 
pride  before  she  is  many  weeks  older.  Be  as  scornful  m 
you  like,  my  dear  Eve — smile  as  sweetly  as  you  please 
on  Monsieur  D'Arville — we  will  change  your  tune  when 
you  are  Madame  Schafler  ;  for  Madame  Schaffer  you 
will  be,  in  spite  of  earth  and  all  it  contains 

From  that  time  until  the  and  of  the  voyage  Monsieur 
Schafler  never  attempted  to  address  Eve  when  alone; 
but  when  others  were  with  her,  and  she  could  not,  with- 
out exciting  remark,  help  answering  him,  he  was  ever 
near,  in  spite  of  brightly  angry  glances,  forcing  answers 
from  her  reluctant  lips. 

When  they  entered  the  railway-carriage,  at  Southamp- 
ton, it  was  he  who  handed  her  in,  leaving  Miss  Hasel, 
who  had  a  sick  and  sea-green  look,  still  to  the  care  of 
D'Arville.    He  sat  beside  her,  too,  all  the  way ;  for  he 
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-mm  g^ing  to  Essex  first ;  he  might  as  weil  trarel  with 
company  while  he  could,  he  said;  and  his  proximity 
spoiled  the  journey  for  the  young  lady. 

D'Arville  deyoted  himself  to  Hazel,  who  looked 
worried  and  jealous ;  and  Doctor  Lance  was  deep  in 
discussion  with  Senor  Mendez  on  some  new  scientiflo 
discoyery. 

Etc  was  heartily  glad  when,  in  the  golden  sunset  of 
an  August  evening,  they  rattled  up  to  the  terminus,  and 
she  saw  the  word,  "Monkswood"  painted  aboye  the 
little  station. 

"  You  come  with  me,  I  presume,  monsieur  Senor 
Mendez  said,  leaning  forward,  and  speaking  to  Mr, 

Schaffer. 

Of  course.  We  are  fellow-Toyagers  in  our  pilgrim- 
age through  this,  to  me,  unknown  land.  Is  there  a 
hotel  in  this  one-horse  yillage  ?" 

"There  is  an  inn— a  chef  cToBuvre  in  its  way,  I 
assure  you.  You  had  better  take  this  fly.  Doctor  Lance 
™Miss  Wood  looks  fit  to  die  of  fatigue.*' 

My  poor  Hazel !  You  do  look  terribly  used  up,'' 
laughed  Paul,  "while  Miss  Eve's  roses  still  un- 
wilted.  Adieu,  ladies  !  Doctor,  will  we  b«  ilkw^  t© 
go  up  to  the  hall  and  pay  our  respects 
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^'I  know  nothing  about  it/'  snarted  Jhe  doctor^ 
whose  temper  was  not  improyed  by  the  discomforts  of 
traveling.    "Here,  you  girls  !  pile  in,  and  let's  be  off." 

The  two  gentlemen,  left  behind,  took  off  their  hate 
to  the  young  ladies  as  the  fly  drove  away,  and  then  set 
off  for  their  inn. 

"A  pretty  place,  this  English  village — is  it  not, 
mademoiselle  ?*'  D'Arville  said,  speaking  to  Eve. 

"  Oh,  it  is  charming  I  These  gardens  and  cottages, 
and  queer  old  houses  and  churches,  and  there — ^what 
place  is  that 

Blackmonk's  Priory,''  said  Doctor  Lance,  Just 
glancing  at  a  great  park  a  they  rattled  by.  We  have 
BO  time  for  stopping  to  stare  now.  You'll  see  enough 
of  it  before  you  leave  here.  111  warrant  you/' 

They  left  the  village  behind  and  drove  along  a  lovely 
country  road,  where  the  houses  were  few  and  far  be» 
tween,  and  Eve  began  to  look  out  for  Hazelwood 
Hall. 

They  soon  reached  it ;  two  gTeat  gates  swung  bac?^ 
to  admit  them,  and  they  drove  through  the  amber  \mz% 
of  sunset  up  a  winding  avenue  to  a  great  gloomy -look- 
ing old  house,  silent  and  lonely  as  a  tomb. 

"  What  a  dismal  old  barn  1'*  said  Hazel,  fretfullv. 
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And  this  is  Hazelwood  Hall !  I  wish  I  was  baok  to 
JTew  York  !  I  am  sick  of  England  already  P 

A  seryant  out  of  livery— a  solemn-looking  oM  map 
—opened  the  door,  and  stared  aghast  at  the  party.  He 
admitted  them,  however,  answering  Doctor  Lance'*^  sharp 
questions  as  he  did  so. 

Yes  1  master  was  at  home,  but  ill  and  confined  xr 
his  room ;  and  Miss  Forest,  she  was  in  London,  ana 
would  not  be  back  until  next  day.  He  would  take  the 
the  doctor's  card,  however,  and  see  if  he  could  be  re- 
ceived ;  meantime,  would  they  be  pleased  to  wait 
herer 

Eve  scarcely  knew  whether  to  laugh  or  cry,  as  he 
ushered  them  into  into  a  dark,  and  grand,  and  gloomy 
reception  room — ^it  was  all  so  diiferent  from  what  she 
had  anticipated. 

I  wish  I  was  back  in  New  York — I  do  1'*  Hazel 
mterated  drearily.  "I  shall  die  in  this  horrid  place— 
I  know  I  shall  ! " 

The  sober  old  servant  was  back  directly.  "  Master 
would  receive  the  gentlemen  in  his  room,  and  one  of 
the  chambermaids,  in  the  absence  of  Miss  Forest,  would 
attend  to  the  young  ladies.** 

The  chambermaid,  a  very  spruce  young  lady, 
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tered  while  he  was  speaking,  and  respectliKj  prof- 
fered to  lead  them  to  their  rooms,  which  were  ready  and 
waiting. 

Eve  cast  a  half-laughing,  half-dismayed,  wholly* 
bewitching  glance  black  at  D'Arwille,  and  tripped 
from  the  room  up  a  grand  stair-case,  slipp^iy  as 
glass,  down  a  long  hall,  and  into  a  chamber  in  the 
same  large,  somber  and  grand  style  at  the  rest  of  the 
house.  HazeFs  was  adjoining ;  but  Hazel  declared 
nothing  earthly  would  induce  her  to  pass  the  night  alone 
in  such  a  place,  and  dispatched  the  girl  for  refreshments, 
with  information  that  she  and  her  cousin  would  be 
room-mates. 

"And  now  Fm  going  to  bed,''  said  Hazel,  after  the 
tea  and  toast  had  yanished ;  "for  I  feel  as  though  I 
could  sleep  a  week  !   Will  you  come  P** 

"  No,''  said  Ere,  taking  up  her  hat ;  "  I  am  going 
out  to  haye  a  look  at  the  grounds.  It  is  a  great  deal  too 
early  for  bed.    I  wonder  if  I  can  find  my  way  out  P' 

She  did  find  her  way  out,  somehow,  and  wandered 
down  to  the  great  gates,  standing  wide  open.  To  her 
surprise,  she  found  no  less  a  personage  than  Senor  Men- 
dez  there  before  her,  talking  to  the  porter,  and  smoking 
m  eigar. 

1% 
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'''You  here  ?"  Ere  criedj  in  her  astonishment,  "I 
thought  you  ha.d  gone  to  the  inn 

So  I  did  ;  but  I  rode  up  here  afterward  ;  there  ii 
my  horse  yonder.    How  do  you  like  your  new  home 

Bye  did  not  immediately  reply.  A  carriage  was 
passing— a  very  grand  affair— drawn  by  two  superb  grays 
in  silver  harness,  and  from  the  window  a  face  was  look- 
ing out  at  them,  as  it  rolled  slowly  by. 

A  lady's  face,  handsome  and  haughty,  glancing  out 
for  an  instant,  and  then  disappearing. 

Eve  turned  to  reply  to  the  gentleman^s  question,  but 
stopped  again. 

What  ailed  Senor  Mendez  ?  His  face  had  turned  m 
white  as  a  dead  man's,  and  his  eyes  were  strained,  as  if 
they  would  start  from  his  head,  after  the  carriage,  van- 
ishing in  a  cloud  of  dust 

Monsieur  I"  Eve  cried  out,  in  alarm,  ^'you  are  ill  I" 

Her  voice  aroused  him.  He  turned  to  her,  but,  in 
tpite  of  all  his  efforts,  it  was  nearly  a  minute  before  he 
aould  speak. 

^^It  is  nothing— a  heavy  spasm — quite  gone  now. 
My  friend  "  (to  the  gate-keeper),  "  whose  carriage 

"  Lady  Landsdowne's,  sir,"  the  man  said  ;  "  and  thsA 
was  my  lady,  herself,  a  looking  out  of  the  window 
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HEOTJGH  long  corridors,  wainscotted  roomi 
lofty  and  large,  np  sweeping  staircases,  and 
into  galleries  and  gloomy  drawing-rooms^ 
where  the  furniture  was  black  with  age,  and  grim  old 
ancestors  and  ancestresses  frowned  down  from  oak  pan- 
els, Eve  and  Hazel  went  the  morning  after  their  arriyal 
in  Hazel  wood  Hall.  An  old  butler  as  antique  and  gloomy 
m  anything  he  showed  them,  was  their  cicerone ;  and 
looking  upon  two  young  ladies  in  that  house,  where 
young  ladies  had  never  been  before,  time  of  mind,  very 
much  in  the  light  of  interlopers,  he  vouchsafed  them  as 
little  information  as  possible  about  what  they  saw. 
Monsieur  D'Arville  was  closeted  with  the  invisible  mas- 
ter of  the  mansion,  and  had  suggested  the  idea  at  break 
fast,  to  kill  time  until  he  should  be  released, 

"  A  horrid  old  barn  as  ever  I  saw !"  was  HazeFs 
displeased  criticism,  looking  round  the  dim  old  saloon. 

wish  I  was  back  in  New  York  ;  the  Tombs,  there, 
was  ft  palace  compared  to  it  I   What  do  you  eall  that  old 
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ehap;  up  there;  in  the  white^  woolly  wig,  ftnd  all  those 
ridiculous  rufflns,  mister 

"That  is  the  portrait  of  the  late  Judge  Hazelwood, 
miss,'*  answered  the  old  butler,  with  slow  dignity. 

And  that  other  scarecrow,  beside  him,  with  the 
waist  of  her  dress  under  her  arms,  and  sleeyes  like 
two  bolsters — who  is  she  P  Mrs.  Judge  Hazelwood,  I 
suppose 

"It  is,  miss/' 

"  Did  you  ever  see  such  looking  shapes,  Ere  ?  I 
say,  though,  are  we  near  done  sight-seeing  ?  They 
ought  to  have  horse-cars,  or  something,  to  run  through 
this  house — Fm  just  dragged  off  my  feet  trayeling  1 
The  Ramble  in  the  Central  Park  was  plain  sailing  com- 
pared to  it  1" 

"  Hazel,  don^t  be  so  innocent,'*  said  Eve,  barely  able 
to  keep  from  laughing  at  the  shocked  and  scandalked 
face  of  the  ancient  servitor  ;  "  it's  a  dear,  romantic  olcf 
place,  and  Fm  in  love  with  it  already.'* 

**Yes;  you  always  had  outlandish  tastes,  I  kiiow," 
said  Hazel,  discontentedly  ;  "but  when  we're  both  laid 
up  with  rheumatism,  and  fever  and  ague,  and  consump- 
tion, and  lots  of  other  harms  that  we'll  be  sure  to  catch 
in- this  damp,  musty  vault,  you'll  sing  a  different  tune^ 
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I  dare  say.  Oh,  I  wish  I  was  back  m  Kew  £ork  ! 
8Ten  the  pensionnat  was  a  king  to  this !  Here  we  aie  ii 
the  blessed  sunshine  again,  Dieu  merciP^ 

They  had  reached  the  grand  entrance-hall,  where  zh^ 
old  butler  bowed  and  left  them,  shocked  out  of  "a  year's 
growth. 

I  wonder  when  we  are  to  be  admitted  to  the  throne 
of  the  Grand  Mogul,  Hazel, 'Maughed  Ere;  "he  is  as 
mysterious  as  Mokanna  himself  1" 

"  Who  was  Mokanna  ?  I  don't  care  about  the  Grand 
Mogul ;  but  I  do  wish  Paul  would  come  up  to-day  1 
Do  you  suppose  he  will 

"  I  don't  know ;  and  with  due  reyerence  to  you — 
don't  care." 

Oh,  of  course  not !  but  if  Senor  Mendez  was  in 
question,  perhaps  you  might.  Paul  says,  the  way  you 
flirted  with  that  gay  and  festiye  old  scamp  on  shipboard 
was  shameful !" 

Eye's  eyes  began  to  flash. 
"  Hazel  ?  did  Paul  Schafler  dare  to  say  that 
*'Dare  1   Oh,  you  have  not  done  acting  the  rSk  oi 
La  Princesse  yet,  I  see !   Tell  your  old  beau.  Eve,  t« 
dye  his  hair  before  he  proposes;  it's  getting  frosty, 
mther  1   There,  you  needn't  fire  up  now ;  I'm  not 
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going  to  fight  this  morning,  because  yoii're  the  onlj 
Hying  Christian  I'ye  got  to  talk  to,  and  bad  company  :a 
better  than  none  I  I  wish  Monsieur  D^AryiUe  wouid 
come  back,  if  the  Grand  Mogul  hasn't  had  him  be- 
headed. 

Quand  un  park  du —  be  careful  what  you  say, 
mademoiselle !"  said  D'Arille  himself,  sauntering  in, 
I  come  from  the  Grand  Mogul  with  his  Serenity's 
orders  for  you  two  young  ladies  to  appear  at  once  before 
him  1  I  am  to  lead  you  to  the  presence-chamber ;  so 
come.'' 

His  dark  eyes  were  laughing  while  he  spoke,  though 
his  face  was  serious,  and  he  offered  an  arm  to  each,  to 
lead  them  forth. 

**Is  it  going  to  be  Tery  terrible  P"  Eye  asked,  as 
they  went  up-stairs. 

**Very  I  Summon  all  your  moral  courage,  and  I  will 
wait  at  the  door.  If  you  faint,  give  me  notice  before- 
hand,  and  I  will  fly  to  your  aid." 

Well,  I'm  pretty  curious,"  said  Hazel,  but  I  ain't 
scared  to  speak  of !  Is  this  the  place  ?  Wait  for  us 
outside,  monsieur." 

Monsieur  bowed  and  rapped.  The  door  was  opened 
m%  once  by  a  natty  little  yalet — Frenchi  you  could  see  at 
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A  glance.  Monsieur  D'Arville  retreated,  tlie  young 
ladies  advanced^  the  yalet  closed  the  door  and  vanished^ 
and  they  were  in  the  presence  of  the  Grand  Mogul ! 

Stretched  at  full  length  on  a  lounge,  and  half  buried 
in  its  downy  pillows,  lay  an  immensely-stout  gentlemai\| 
smoking  a  meerschaum  pipe.  He  wore  a  dressing-gown, 
and  both  his  feet  were  swathed  in  rolls  of  flannel— Mr, 
Hazelwood  was  suffering  from  the  gout.  A  dumb- 
waiter, with  the  remnants  of  an  epicurean  breakfast 
littered  oyer  it,  stood  near  him ;  and  lying  there,  he 
looked  the  very  picture  of  sensuous,  selfish,  indolent 
comfort  His  room  was  the  most  elegant  in  the  house ; 
its  pale-green  walls  lined  with  exquisite  pictures. 
Nothing  remained  of  the  Arthur  Hazelwood  of  other 
days  but  his  selfishness,  his  indolence,  and  a  remnant  of 
his  artist  tastes.  He  turned  his  eyes  listlessly  toward 
them,  a«id  held  out  one  languid  hand. 

Ah  !  you've  come,  haye  you  ?  How  d'ye  do  ? 
Hippy  to  see  you  both  !   Find  seats  and  sit  down." 

The  young  ladies  did  so.  Eve's  sense  of  the  ludi- 
arous  was  too  strong  to  permit  her  to  look  at  Hazel,  lest 
she  should  laugh  outright  at  this  enthusiastic  greetimf, 
but  ghe  felt  that  Hazel's  face  was  a  picture  to  sea,  as 
she  stared  at  the  pulnv  ^^^jfe  prostrate  before  h«r. 
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"  Ah  I'*  said  Mr,  Hazelwood,  drawling  out  Ids  words, 
and  smoking  away,  which  of  jou  is  little  Hasel  ? 
Yon^  I  presume 

^*No,  sir,"  said  Eye,  to  whom  this  was  addressed, 
this  is  Hazel— I  am  Eve." 

"  Ah  !  and  a  very  pretty  Eve  you  are— very  pretty, 
indeed  !   The  other  was  stolen,  wasn't  she  ? 

"  Do  you  mean  my  twin  sister,  sir  ?"  said  Eve,  to 
whom  some  part  of  her  own  story  was  familiar.  "  Yes  ; 
I  believe  she  was  stolen  when  an  infant,  and  never  found 
since." 

"  Ah  1  very  droll — very.  And  you  are  little  Hazel, 
eh?  Not  very  large  yet,  either — ^and  plump  as  a  part- 
ridge." 

^'There's  a  pair  of  us,  sir,"  retorted  Hazel,  pertly, 
nettled  at  this  last  insinuation,  which  was  touching  her 
feelings  in  a  very  tender  point. 

Eh  ?"  inquired  Mr.  Hazelwood,  feebly  staring ; 
**  well,  I  hope  you^l  enjoy  yourselves  here,  and  all  that 
eort  of  thing.  XJna  will  be  back  by-and-by,  and  then  it 
will  be  plaasanter  for  you.    Jerome  !" 

The  dapper  valet  appeared  as  suddenly  as  if  he  hsid 
risen  from  the  earth,  and  stood  making  genuflectionf 
More  tJ&e  lord  of  Hazelwood  Hall. 
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"  Show  these  young  ladies  out  and  fetch  me  &mm 
bnmdy  and  water,  hot.    Ah  1  good  morning  I** 

Monsieur  Jerome,  smiling  blandly,  turned  them  both 
out  of  doors,  and  the  interview  was  at  an  end.  D'Ar* 
Tille,  looking  out  of  a  window  at  the  lower  end/of  the 
hall,  advanced  to  meet  them. 

''Well,"  he  inquired,  "and  how  do  you  like  the 
Grand  Mogul,  mesdemoiselles  ?" 

''  Don't  ask  me — don't !"  cried  Hazel,  her  lips  com- 
pressed, her  eyes  flashing.  "  I  feel  as  though  I  should 
burst !  Is  it  Bluebeard  ?  Is  it  Henry  the  Eighth  ? 
What  sort  of  monster  is  it  shut  up  there  ?  Oh  1  if  1  was 
only  back  in  New  York,  I  wish  them  joy  of  their  eye- 
sight that  would  catch  me  here  again  P 

Eve  went  off  into  an  irrepressible  fit  of  laughter  at 
the  recollections  of  the  scene,  and  D'Arville's  dark  face 
lighted  up  with  a  smile. 

*'  It  won't  do  to  live  in  Borne  and  fight  with  the 
Pope,  an  old  proverb  says.  You  must  keep  a  civil 
tongue  in  your  head.  Miss  Hazel.  Do  you  know  there 
has  been  an  arrival  within  the  last  ten  minutes 

^'No  !— Who  ?— Not  Paul— I  mean  Mr.  Schaffer  r 

"  No ,  a  lady.    She  drove  up  in  a  fly,  and  passed 

ttafough  here.   It  is  Miia  W(m«t,  I  preiome*'* 
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0,  she  has  come,  then  r  exclaimed  Hazel,  a  littk 
disappointed.  ^^What  does  she  look  like  ?— anothei 
Leviathan 

Not  at  all !  A  pale  little  woman,  pretty  and  lady 
Mke.    I  only  saw  her  for  an  instant,  but—*' 

He  stopped  short  at  a  sudden  motion  of  Eve.  ^^A 
pale  little  woman,  pretty  and  lady-like,"  had  entered 
the  hall  while  he  was  speaking ;  her  bonnet  and  shawl 
doffed  already,  her  flaxen  hair  combed  very  smoothly 
away  from  her  fair,  colorless  face  ;  her  light-blue  eyes, 
as  quiet  and  cloudless  as  of  yore,  her  steps  as  noiseless, 
her  looks  almost  as  young.  Old  Time,  furrowing  wrink- 
les, and  thinning  locks,  and  planting  crow's  feet,  had 
been  merciful  to  her.  The  white  skin  was  unfurrowed 
the  flaxen  hair  as  thick,  the  form  as  lithe  as  fifteen  years 
before,  and  Una  Forest  at  thirty  was  a  very  prepossess- 
ing little  person,  indeed.  She  floated  forward  now  in  a 
dress  of  gray  silk  prettily  made  and  trimmed,  a  smile 
on  her  pale  thin  lips,  and  a  hand  extended  to  each  of 
the  girls. 

At  last  I"  she  said,  in  the  soft,  sweet  voice  of  old, 
touching  first  the  cheek  of  Eve,  then  of  Hazel,  "wel« 
oome  to  England  and  to  Hazelwood  Hall 

^^Tliank  yiM^^  Ev@  imd^  a  little  timidly^,  wbik 
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Hazei  Birred  at  her  in  silence.  You  are  Mies  Poreit^ 
of  course 

Yes,  my  dear  ;  and  you  are  the  little  baby  Byange^ 
line,  I  left  New  York  over  fifteen  years  ago,  gr^wn  out 
of  ail  knowledge.  And  this  is  three  jear-old  Haiel^ 
who  used  to  torment  me  so,  looking  the  younger  of  tha 
two.    And  this  gentleman  ?" — 

She  paused,  looking  composedly  at  D'Aryille,  who 
itood  in  the  background.  He  stepped  forward,  on 
hearing  himself  inyited,  with  an  easy  bow— his  com- 
posure as  matchless  as  her  own. 

am  Mr.  Hazelwood's  secretary,  madam.  My 
aame  is  D'ArTille.'* 

Miss  Forest  bent  her  fair  little  head  in  silent  greet- 
ing,  and  turned  once  more  to  look  at  Eve. 

*^How  very  tall  you  have  grown,  my  dear,  and  how 
much  older  than  your  age  you  look !  Your  voyage  doei 
not  seem  to  have  affected  either  of  you  much  ;  were  you 
iick 

Ha25el  was ;  I  had  the  good  fortune  to  escape.*' 
Ah,  you  may  well  call  it  good  fortune  I   I  know 

what  sea-sickness  is  I   Was  the  voyage  pleasant 

*'VeryI   We  had  a  number  of  friends  on  boards 

and  th«  time  went  like  magic 
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Speak  for  yourself/'  cut  in  Miss  Hazel.  dar® 
say,  it  went  like  magic  for  yon  and  your  old  Spanish 
beau,  but  I  corud  tell  a  different  story— pent  up  in  a 
stew-tub  of  a  state-room.  There  wasn't  an  hour  from 
we  started  till  we  landed  I  didn't  wish  might  be  our 
last,  if  only  for  spite  to  see  the  way  you  acted  :  and  I 
used  to  pray  f  errently  the  steamer  might  run  into  a 
rock  or  a  mermaid,  or  something,  and  pitch  head  first  to 
Dayy  Jones,  and  so  end  it  all !" 

Miss  Forest's  light-blue  eyes  and  smiling  face  were 
turned  on  the  spirited  speaker  of  this  reckless  arowal, 
studying  her  as  she  had  been  studying  Em 

"  You  haye  not  changed,  I  see,  my  dear ;  the  Hazel 
of  three  years  lives  yet  in  the  Hazel  of  eighteen.  And 
now,  where  is  Dr.  Lance  ?   Is  he  with  Mr.  Hazelwood  ?" 

"  He  has  gone  back,"  said  Eve.  He  went  by  the 
express  last  night  to  London,  and  starts  in  the  next 
itaamer  for  New  York." 

A  flying  visit .  I  should  like  to  have  seen  him. 
Have  you  been  through  the  house  ?" 

Oh  yes,'*  said  Hazel,  we've  been  through  it,  and, 
except  the  prison  up  in  Sing  Sing,  that  they  took  me 
t0  see  once,  I  never  went  throTsgh  a  more  ghostly  plaott 
liB^t  it  full  of  ghoptfl  r 
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Mifig  Forest's  eyes  and  smile  were  on  Hajsel  agaia, 
Xre  looked  nearly  as  shocked  as  the  old  butler  had  doii% 
ftnd  D'Arville  intensely  amused. 

'  I  really  don't  know.  I  nerer  saw  any.** 
Well,  it  must  be  full  of  rats  anyhow,  and  th©/r@ 
as  bad,  if  not  worse.  They^d  no  more  keep  such  an  old 
rat-trap  as  this  standing  in  New  York —  0  Eye  1  here 
is  Paul  and  Senor  Mendez  !  I  declare  if  they^re  not/' 
Hazel  sped  oS  down  stairs  in  an  ecstasy.  Ere  looked 
out  of  the  window,  and  saw  the  two  gentlemen  in  ques- 
tion just  going  up  the  steps  leading  to  the  front  door. 

Friends  of  yours  Miss  Forest  inquired,  looking 
in  calm  surprise  on  Eve.  I  did  not  know  you  had 
any  in  the  village.'* 

We  knew  them  in  Canada,"  Eve  answered,  coloring 
suddenly,  and  the  two  looking  at  her  wondered  inwardly 
for  which  of  them  the  blush  was  for.  "  I  suppose  1 
must  go  down.'* 

Of  course,  and  I  must  go  and  see  about  my  hoose^ 
hold  affairs.  I  came  here  directly,  on  arriving.  Pare- 
well — luncheon-hour  is  at  two ;  at  six  we  dine." 

She  bowed  in  her  easy,  graceful  way  and  left  them. 
Bve,  her  face  still  hot,  spoke  to  D^ArviUe  with<\iii 
jooking  at  hin-. 
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Are  joa  eomiog  down,  moniieur  ?  They  will  wmni 
to  iee  you.'* 

<^  Do  you  think  so  f  he  said  maimingly. 
Of  course.    Come  ?^ 

"  She  led  the  way  down-stairs  without  waiting,  ani 
D'Aryille  followed  her.  In  the  grand  and  gloomy  draw- 
ing-room they  found  Hazel  chatting  away  like  a  magpie 
to  the  gentlemen.  She  was  painting  their  portraits  in 
viyid  colors,  and  her  auditors  wore  laughing  faces,  but 
both  turned  eagerly  to  the  door  when  Ere  entered.  She 
gave  her  hand  frankly  and  cordially  to  Senor  Mendes, 
but  she  first  touched  Mr,  Schaffer's  extended  digit,  as  if 
it  had  been  red-hot,  and  dropped  it  again. 

^^You  see  we  have  found  our  way  to  Hazel  wood 
Hall,"  Schafler  said.  **Afine  old  place,  but  nothing 
to  Black  Monk's  Priory.  Senor  Mendez  and  I  were  over 
there  this  morning.*' 

That's  great  praise,  to  say  it's  nicer  than  this^® 
said  Hazel,  contemptuously.  It's  another  old  vaults 
I  suppose.  Oh,  give  me  a  brown  stone  front  on  Fifth 
avenue,  and  you  have  my  idea  of  heaven  on  earth  at 
cuce.'" 

You  shall  have  it  at  once,*'  said  Mr.  Schaffer,  m  a 
wioe  audible  only  to  her,    when  fou  and  I  go  back  t® 
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J^ew  ToiJs:  together.  Yen  ought  to  see  it,  Miss  Knmh 
wood,"  raising  his  tone.  Hazel  might  not  f^ncy  ii^ 
I  am  sure  you  would.** 
She  saw  Lady  Landsdowne  last  night,  and  f^nci^ 
her  excessiyely.  Did  you  not,  Miss  Eve  ?"  asked  Senor 
Mendez. 

1  told  you  I  thought  her  a  most  beautiful  woman, 
and,*'  rather  mischieyously,  ''I  think  she  affected  your- 
self, senor,  even  more  than  for  you  turned  as  white 
as  that  marble  bust  up  there  at  sight  of  her 

Was  it  at  sight  of  her  T  said  Senor  Mendez,  coolly. 
"I  thought  I  told  you  it  was  a  spasm. 

*^0h  yes,  yoil  told  me  that,  of  course;  but  I  know 
you  watched  the  carriage  out  of  sight,  and  inquired  very 
particularly  about  her  from  the  lodge-keeper.  Is  the 
Priory  shown  to  visitors 

Not  when  the  family  are  at  home,  as  now,''  said 
Mr  Scbailer.  "I  was  disappointed  in  my  hopes  of 
going  through  it  to-day,  and  I  hope  the  family  maj 
maka  their  exodus  soon,  for  my  benefit.  We  saw  tht» 
grounds,  though,  and  the  exterior  of  the  mansion,  and 
very  magnificent  both  are.  What  is  more,  we  saw  Lord 
Landsdowne,  though  I  should  have  preferred  seeing  bin 
lady/' 
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"  And  is  he  as  lovely  to  look  at  as  she  seems  to  be  f 
inquired  Hazel. 

No,  he  is  not  what  you  girls  would  call  handsome  5 
he  is  tall  and  stately,  gentlemanly,  and  rather  distin* 
guished  looking,  grave  and  middle-aged." 

"  Grave  T'  said  the  Cuban,  "  I  should  say  so ! 
His  face  is  that  of  a  man's  whose  life  has  been  a  great 
mistake.'' 

**Do  you  judge  from  faces?*'  asked  D'Arville, 
speaking  for  the  first  time.  If  so,  I  should  like  you 
to  see  the  mistress  of  this  establishment,  and  read  me 
her  character.  I  have  been  puzzling  over  it  ever  since  I 
saw  her." 

Is  she  a  study,  then  ?" 

Is  she  pretty — that's  the  question  ?"  interrupted 
Paul  SchafEer.  A  pretty  woman  never  can  be  veiy 
disagreeable." 

Senor  Mendez  looked  at  the  last  speaker,  and  so 
queer  a  smile,  so  bitter,  so  cynical,  and  so  scornful, 
came  over  his  face,  that  a  new  light  dawned  on  Eve's 
mind.    It  broke  on  D'Arville's,  too,  and  he  spoke : 

Senor  Mendez  has  lost  faith  in  the  sex  ;  but  it  is 
not  fair  to  judge  all  by  one.  Miss  Forest  is  no  common 
woman,  and  not  m  be  judged  by  common  rulm.  Sh« 
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b  pretty,  too,  but  it  is  a  strange  type  of  prettiness— aa* 
familiar  to  me/' 

'^Tiiemore  charming,  then,  I  should  think,*'  said 
Paul  Schaffer*  Prenez  garde  de  tomber^  Monsieur 
D'ArTille  T'  ^ 

Monsieur  D'Arville's  lips  curled  at  the  insinuation, 
and  just  then  there  was  a  tap  at  the  door.  D'Arville 
opened  it,  supposing  it  to  be  a  senrant,  and  was  taken 
rather  aback  to  find  himself  confronted  by  the  fair,  still 
face,  and  soft,  gray  dress,  of  Miss  Forest  herself.  He 
stepped  back,  holding  the  door  open  for  her  to  enter, 
but  she  declined. 

Do  not  let  me  disturb  you  I  Mr.  Hazelwood 
desired  me  to  tell  you  to  go  to  him  directly  after  lunch- 
eon, and  luncheon  waits  now.'* 

She  was  gone  again.  D'Arrille  closed  the  door  and 
looked  at  the  rest. 

Is  that  the  Marble  Bride  turned  Quakeress?'*  asked 
Mr,  Soh&ffer.  *'Her  Toice  is  like  the  music  of  the 
spheres,  though  I  can't  say  I  ever  heard  that  melody." 

take  it  upon  myself  to  say  that  is  Miss  Forest,** 
eaid  Senor  Mendez. 

"And  something  out  of  the  common— do  you  not 
think  so     inquired  D'AryilK 
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Decidedly^  or  she  would  haye  inyited  us  to  luneii^ 
eon/' said  the  Creole  gentleman,  rising  ;  '^but  ss  gh« 
has  not,  we  make  our  exit.  Miss  Eye,  Miss  Hasel,  yoa 
Sfhonld  go  down  and  see  Monkswood,  it  is  worth  the 
loumey,  I  assure  you/^ 

^'  We  will/'  said  Eve,  and  perhaps  this  afternoon 
Sh,  Hazel 

^*A11  right,"  said  Hazel.  I  was  bound  to  go  any 
way ;  and,  what's  more,  I  am  going  to  call  at  the  Priory 
too.  Will  you  gentlemen  ehaperone  us — we  might  go 
astray  in  this  barbarous  land/^ 

The  gentlemen  asseverated  that  they  would  only  be 
too  happy  and  blessed  to  do  so,  and  took  their  departure, 
and  the  trio  sought  the  dining-room.  Miss  Forest  was 
waiting  there,  before  a  table  glittering  with  silver  and 
cut-glass,  and  took  her  place  at  the  head  at  once. 

have  grown  so  accustomed  to  being  alone  on 
these  occasions,'^  she  said,  smilingly,  **that  I  fear  I  have 
hslf«f orgotten  how  to  preside.  Mr.  Hazelwood  so  rarely 
leaver  his  room,  and  we  never  see  company,  so  I  live 
like  a  female  Robinson  Crusoe.  Let  me  help  jou  to 
mm.e-  of  this  pigeon -pie,  Mr.  D'Arville.*^ 

Yon  are  worse  off  than  Eobinj^on  Crusoe  was/'  pat 
IB  pert  Hijsel,  ^*for  he  had  a  man—Friday.** 
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Miss  Forest  only  noticed  this  speech  by  a  cold  stare, 
and  went  on  carving  the  pie.  It  was  not  a  yery  com- 
fortable meal ;  for  the  solemn  old  butler  hoTered  in  the 
background^  glaring  upon  them  all  in  awful  silence,  and 
Miss  Forest  was  so  very  ceremonious  and  stately^  that  it 
completely  took  away  even  Hazel's  appetite, 

I  declare,  Eve,  I'm  starving  !"  she  burst  out  when 
it  was  safely  over  at  last,  and  they  were  alone,  D'Arville 
having  gone  to  Mr.  Hazelwood's  apartments.  "  I'll  ba 
skin  and  bone  shortly,  if  this  state  of  things  continuea 
I  hate  that  Una  Forest !  There  I'' 
'^Haael,  hush 

I  won^t  hush  ;  and  you  don't  like  her  yourself,  only 
you're  too  great  a  hypocrite  to  say  so.  I  wonder  if  there 
is  such  a  thing  as  an  oyster-saloon  in  Monkswood 

Oyster-saloon  !— rubbish  I  Do  you  think  yoa  are 
l^k  in  Kew  York  ?" 

Oh,  don't  I  wish  I  only  was  !  But  there  must  be 
a  cookshop,  or  a  baker's  establishment,  oi  something  or 
other  there,  to  keep  people  from  starving.  I'm  going  t^ 
see,  anyway.   Will  you  come  ?" 

Of  course— anything  for  a  quiet  life.  Wait  till  1 
fet  my  hat" 

Arm  in  arm  the  two  girls  fltrolled  down  the  avenue 
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to  the  gates,  and  passed  out  into  the  highroad.  Prottj 
green  lanes  branched  off  from  this  road  right  and  left  j 
and,  passing  one,  Eve  stopped  suddenly,  holding  Hazel 
back.  That  young  lady,  following  her  cousin's  glanc®^ 
saw  nothing  more  startling  than  a  group  of  three  per« 
sons  standing  under  the  shadow  of  some  ash-tre©i^ 
talking — one,  a  man  ;  the  other  two,  females.  The  man 
had  his  back  toward  them,  but  his  height  and  form 
were  too  familiar  to  be  mistaken.  The  woman  nearest 
him  was  old,  bent,  and  faced  them ;  but  the  hood  of  her 
crimson  cloak  partly  concealed  her  face.  The  third 
leaned  against  a  tree,  shadowed  by  its  long  arms,  so 
that  only  her  floating  skirts  and  gipsy-hat  were  visible. 

What  is  Paul  Schaffer  up  to  now  asked  Eve. 
'*And  Hazel,  isn't  that  the  old  fortune-teller  we  saw  at 
Madame  Schaffer's  the  night  of  the  fete 

"Nonsense  !  How  could  she  get  to  England  ?  It 
looks  like  her,  though — ^don't  it  ?  That's  Paul  for  cer- 
tain ;  and  who  can  the  third  one  be  ?  I  think  it's  a 
young  girl." 

"  I  am  certain  that  is  the  same  old  woman*  There  ! 
she  sees  us  and  is  gone  I" 

The  old  woman  had  caught  sight  of  them,  and  shs 
md  her  female  companion  disappeared  among  the  trees. 
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The  man  turned  round  and  adyanoad.  Paul  Schaffer  it 
certainly  was,  and  as  much  at  his  ease  as  eyer.?* 

What !"  was  his  greeting.  "  You  too  here  I  Well, 
this  is  an  unexpected  pleasure."  ^ 

Eazel  looked  at  him  with  jealous  eyes. 
Is  it  a  pleasure,  sir  ?   Who  were  those  two  wome® 
fou  had  with  you  there  ?' 

*^0h,  you  saw  them,  did  you  ?  Gipsies,  of  course^, 
didn't  you  see  their  red  cloaks  ?  there^s  an  encampment 
of  them  in  the  woods,  and  I  was  haying  my  fortune 
told." 

Eye  says  it's  the  old  womaH  we  saw  at  Madame 
Schaffer's  fete — the  fortune-teller,  you  know." 

Mr,  SchaSer  burst  into  a  laugh. 

beg  your  pardon  he  said  to  Eye,  *^But  that 
is  rather  too  droll  a  notion.  She  is  quite  as  old  and 
quite  as  ugly,  I  agree,  but  all  the  old  beldames  look 
dike* " 

Were  they  both  old  women,  Paul  ?"  Hazel  asked, 
taking  his  arm,  and  quite  reassured. 

Of  course !  Come,  Senor  Mendez  is  waiting  gome- 
where,  and  we  are  going  to  take  you  both  to  see  Black 
Monks.  Oh,  here  he  comes  with  the  fly  ;  and  now,  my 
dear  Hazel,  you  will  see  something  that  will  eclipse  the 


386 


EYE'S   BBC  OB D  PROPOSAL. 


whole  Fifth  avenue,  with  Madison  square  thrown  iu  { 
There  is  not  a  finer  place  in  England,  they  tell  m% 
Black  Monk's  Priorr* 


OHAPTER  XVm. 

BTB'S  SE00l!n>  PEOPOSili. 

OU  had  better  not  go —  it  will  certainly 
rain.'' 

Rain !  Oh,  nonsense,  Miss  Forest, 
there  is  not  a  cloud  in  the  sky.  It  is  as  clear  and  blue 
m — as  your  eyes.'' 

Miss  Forest  smiled  slightly,  and  bowed  her  acknowl- 
edgment to  the  speaker,  Mr.  Paul  Schaffer. 

They  were  standing  together  in  the  open  hall  door, 
with  the  August  sunshine  glowing  upon  them,  and 
watching  the  scene  on  the  lawn.  Two  young  ladies,  in 
riding-habits,  were  being  assisted  into  their  saddles,  by 
two  gentlemen,  whose  horses  were  held  by  a  groom* 
Eye  and  Hazel,  of  course ;  the  former  waited  on  by 
Senor  Mende2j,  the  latter  by  D'Arrille. 

Mr.  SchaSer^s  own  horse  stood  near,  too,  but  h9 
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■eemed  in  no  hurry,  as  he  stood  whipping  his  Doct^  mi, 
talking  to  Una  Forest.  Somehow  they  had  managed  t# 
become  yery  good  friends,  these  two,  inring  the  iast  few 
weeks. 

Miss  Hazel  Wood  is  looking  her  best,  thii  aftei 
noon/'  Mr,  Schafler  said,  watching  her  under  his  eye^« 
brows  as  she  gathered  tip  the  reins. 

Eye  is  a  pretty  girl/'  Miss  Forest  answered,  quietly, 
"and  pretty  girls  generally  look  their  prettiest  on 
horseback." 

"  So  Senor  Mendez  seems  to  think,  by  his  deTotion. 
Ifr  the  Spanish  grandee  trying  to  cut  out  the  Canadian 
schoolmaster  P" 

And  is  Mr.  Paul  Schaffer  jealous 
"  Bah  .   You  know  I  am  done  for  I  Yonder  dumpy 
little  darling  is  my  fate,  of  course.*^ 

Of  course  !  You  may  as  well  be  content  with 
the  goods  the  gods  have  furnished  you,  for  Eve's  cas©  is 
settled.^' 

You  think  so  ?" 
"  I  know  so.    I  am  a  woman,  Mr.  Schaffer,  and  she 
loves  Monsieur  D'Arville." 

'*^Are  you  telling  me  that  by  way  of  news,  Miss 
Forest  ?   I  have  known  it  those  two  months,  and 
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what's  more,  she  is  not  the  only  lady  who  worihipi 
the  same  shrine !" 

Yon  don't  mean  Hazel  r 
Mr.  Schaffer  laughed  and  pulled  his  mnstache. 
Oh  no  I  I  donH  mean  Hazel,    I  flatter  myself  thai 
mall  person  has  no  other  idol  but  your  humble  servant, 
No,  Miss  Forest,  I  don't  mean  Hazel  Wood.    Do  you 
understand 

Their  eyes  met  Yes,  she  understood  and  turned 
away, 

Mr.  Schaffer  bent  his  head  and  lowered  his 
voice. 

**This  time  oomes  to  all  of  us  sooner  or  later,  they 
say  ;  and  I  believe  it ;  and  like  the  measles  and  whoop- 
ing-cough, the  later  in  life  we  take  it  the  more  severe 
it  is  apt  to  be.  Miss  Forest,  you  and  I  understand  each 
other,  I  think.'' 

*^  Mr.  Schaffer,  you  liad  better  go  and  ride.  They 
MB  waiting  for  you." 

"  Let  them  wait !  Miss  Forest,  will  you  be  my 
friend,  as  I  am  willing  to  be  yours  ?" 

don't  understand  you,  Mr.  Schaffer  I" 
Oh  yes,  you  do  !   Claude  D'Arville  is  a  handsome 
MloWj  I  know,  though  I  am  not  a  woman,  and  he  lovei 
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Eve  Hazelwood ;  but  for  all  that  he  will  never  marrj 
her  I" 

You  are  raring  1  If  ihe  cares  for  him,  what  is  to 
prevent  it  r  ^ 

*^  The  fates  and  Paul  Schafler  1  Of  course  you  know 
©v  secret  as  I  do  yours 

*^Long  ago  ;  and  so  does  D'Arville." 

And  so  does  she,  and  my  wife  she  will  be  in  spitt 
of  her  teeth  V 

How  ?  Are  you  going  to  carry  her  off  to  some 
Canadian  castle,  in  the  old  knight-errant  style  ?  Thia 
is  the  year  of  grace  eighteen  hundred  and  sixty, 
remember  I'* 

"Very  well,  she  will  marry  me  for  all  that,  and  I 
ishall  not  carry  her  off.  If  you  will  promise  to  aid  me. 
Miss  Forest,  for  your  own  sake,  you  shall  know  mj 
plans.  I  cannot  work  alone,  and  I  know  you  have  no 
love  for  your  cousin." 

"My  cousin,"  Miss  Forest  said,  with  a  strange 
mile. 

"Oh,  I  know  all  about  that  too  ;  and  she  is  your 
cousin.  There,  they  are  off— for  the  present,  farewell. 
This  evening  you  shall  know  all,  and  the  play  will 

,  l>egin." 
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Take  care  of  the  storm  Una  cr.ed  aftsr  him^  m 
iie  cantered  down  the  avenue. 

But  a  careless  laugh  was  his  only  answer  as  he  joined 
Hajsel  and  D'Arville,  who  rode  last.  Hazel  was  inclined 
to  pout« 

Were  you  making  love  to  Miss  Forest,  pray/'  she 
demanded,    that  you  stayed  so  long  ?^ 

Una,  by  the  way  was  always  Miss  Forest  to  the 
girls ;  they  would  as  soon  have  thought  of  calling  Queen 
Victoria  by  her  Christian  name,  had  they  chanced  to 
meet  her,  as  the  stately  and  cold  little  Albino. 

Xo,  my  dear  !  She  was  merely  warning  me  about 
the  weather." 

Why,  what  ails  the  weather  ?" 
Nothing  that  I  can  see.    Miss  Forest,  though,  it 
seems  has  had  private  information  from  the  clerk  of  the 
weather,  that  it  is  going  to  rain.'' 

^^And  we  will  have  a  thunder-storm  before  long  1^^ 
said  D'Arville,  whose  eyes  had  been  dreamily  fixed 
on  the  graceful  figure  of  the  lady  before  him  hitherto, 
lifting  them  now  to  the  sky.  ^^Look  at  that 
cloud  1" 

''Oh,  it  will  blow  over  !  Don't  predict  evil !  Sor- 
row's io^B  enougl^  when  it  comei*" 
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I  wonder  what  Senor  Mender;  is  saymg  :;o  ETe,"^ 
exclaimed  HaaeL  How  doToted  he  looks,  and  how  h® 
bends  down  to  catch  eyery  word  !  What  shines  these 
old  fellows  do  take  to  girls,  now  and  then  P'  ^ 

Senor  Mendez  is  not  old/'  said  Mr.  Schaffer  Mand» 
ly,  glancing  sideways  at  D^Arville,  whose  brows  were 
contracting.  ^^He  is  a  fine-looking  man,  and  in  the 
prime  of  life.  When  do  you  suppose  Miss  Eye  will  go 
to  lire  in  her  castle  in  Spain,  Hazel 

"Shortly,  I  should  think,  for  it  is  a  mutual  strike/* 
Indeed  !  has  she  told  you  so 
Oh,  la  1  no !    Catch  Eve  talking  about  such  a 
thing,  but  I  know  the  symptoms,  you  see,''  said  Haml 
gravely,  "and—goodness  me  !  how  dark  it's  getting 

"  We  are  in  for  a  wetting !  Miss  Forest  was  right 
After  all     said  D'Arville.    "  Listen  to  that 

It  was  a  sharp  and  sudden  peal  of  thunder,  preceded 
hj  a  vivid  flash  of  lightning,  and  great  drops  of  rain. 
The  whole  face  of  the  sky  had  blackened  with  astonish- 
ing rapidity,  ana  the  storm  was  upon  them  in  iU  fury. 
Worst  of  all,  they  had  been  riding  fast,  and  had  left  the 
Tillage  behind  them,  and  were  out  now  on  a  lonely  couei- 
iry-road,  with  no  house  in  sight. 

Hazel  gave  a  little  screech  of  digmaj. 
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Good  gracious,  Paul  I  whateyer  will  we  do  I  It  ii 
going  to  pour  down  itraight,  and  I'ye  got  my  new  hat 
on  P 

But  one  step  from  the  sublime  to  the  ridiculous  ;  but 
it  was  only  human  nature— a  girl's  first  idea  in  a  tempeit 
is  about  her  hat  I 

Before  Paul  could  offer  consolation,  there  was  another 
deafening  thunder-clap,  another  sheet  of  flame,  a  rush 
of  rain,  another  wild  shriek  from  Hazel,  and  a  cry  from 
D'Arville. 

The  horses  of  the  pair  before  them  had  taken  fright^ 
at  least  the  gentleman's  had,  and  was  flying  off  like  mad  ; 
and  the  lady's,  startled  by  the  proceeding,  was  dashing 
off  at  full  speed  after  it.  It  was  quite  evident  Eve  had 
lost  all  management  of  her  steed,  only  a  half -tamed  thing 
at  best. 

'^She  will  be  thrown  I  she  will  be  killed  ! "  shouted 
Paul  Schaffer  excitedly,  and  Mendez  cannot  help  her. 
Great  Heavens  I  she  is  down 

It  was  true  ;  the  frightened  animal  had  thrown  her, 
and  was  away  like  the  wind.  D'Arville,  his  face  per- 
fectly white  with  horror,  dashed  the  spurs  into  his 
horse,  and  in  five  seconds  after  had  vaulted  off  and  lifted 
the  prodirate  form  in  his  arms  with  a  passionate  cry 
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"Ere,  my  darling  !   My  darling,  are  you  killed 

No ;  or  if  she  was,  his  words  had  magic  power  to 
charm  her  back  to  life,  for  the  dark  eyes  slowly  opened 
and  looked  up  in  his  face  with  her  whole  heart  in  their 
dtpths.    In  a  rapture  he  bent  over  her,  reading  it  all. 

"  Thank  God  !  Oh,  thank  God,  she  lives  still !  My 
darling,  are  you  hurt 

Her  face  was  perfectly  colorless,  and  there  was  blood 
upon  it,  but  she  forced  a  smile  and  made  an  effort  to 
rise.  But  he  held  her  fast,  though  the  other  two  were 
riding  up. 

Eve,  they  are  here— one  word  before  they  coma, 
you  know  I  love  you  1" 

Yes,  she  knew  it.  One  little  hand  still  in  his,  one 
other  glance  from  the  dark  eyes,  and  he  was  a  happy 
man.  The  other  two  were  beside  them  with  faces  of 
consternation,  and  the  rain  was  coming  down  in  torrents. 
Oh,  Eve  !  are  you  much  hurt  was  HaizeFs  shrill 
ery,  forgetting  all  al?out  her  new  hat. 

'*Set  me  up,  please,  and  I  will  see,"  Eve  said, 
faintly,  smiling  up  in  D'Arville's  face.  *^My  head 
struck  something ;  but  I  think,  on  the  whole,  I  was 
more  frightened  than  hurt." 

She  stood  up  as  she  spoke,  very  pale,  and  with  th« 
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blood  flowing  from  the  cut  in  the  forehead^  bat  frith 
no  broken  bones. 

"  Thank  Heaven,  it  is  so  well    exclaimed  D'ArTille ; 
but  Eve,  what  are  we  to  do  with  you  ?   It  won't  mend 
Miatters  to  stand  in  this  downpour/' 

Eve  !"  Paul  Schaffer's  keen  glance  flashed  from  one 
to  the  other,  and  read  the  whole  story.  It  was  the  first 
time  Claude  D'Arville  had  ever  called  her  other  than 
Miss  Hazelwood, 

There  is  a  house  over  there/'  said  Hazel,  pointing. 
Let  Eve  take  your  horse.  Monsieur  D'Arville,  and  we 
will  be  under  cover  in  no  time." 

An  excellent  idea.  Miss  Eve,  let  me  assist  you  to 
mount." 

*^But  you,"  Eve  hesitated,  *^you  will  be  exposed 
to  all  this  rain  " 

It  is  of  no  consequence  about  me.  I  won't  melt. 
Here,  up  vrith  you." 

Eve  mounted  his  horse  and  bent  down  to  him  jhe 
^thered  up  the  reiixs. 

*^You  will  hurry  after  us,"  she  said,  anxi^^sly. 
And  his  answer  was  the  light  that  so  vividly  lit  *w 
i^k,  handsome  face* 

Yea,  I  wiU  hurry.    Off  with  you  now.*^ 
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They  daslied  ofl^  learing  him  to  follow  .>a  foot^  mi 
in  five  minutes  were  at  the  house.  It  was  sk  sort  of  way- 
side inn,  and  held  other  storm-bound  wayfarers  it 
seemed ;  for  a  gentleman  stood  in  the  open  ddorway, 
watching  the  storm.  He  drew  back  as  the  young 
ladies,  with  uplifted  skirts,  skimmed  past  him  into  the 
parlor,  and  Eve  thought  of  Paul  Sohaffer's  description 
ot  the  lord  of  Black  Monk's — *^  grave  and  middle-aged, 
tall  and  stately,  gentlemanly  and  rather  distinguished- 
looking" — ^and  made  up  her  mind  that  this  wa^  Lord 
Landsdowne.  The  parlor  was  tenanted,  too.  In  a  leath- 
ern easy-chair  in  the  chimney-corner  a  lady  sat — a  lady 
richly  dressed  in  silk  and  velvet,  with  diamonds  flashing 
on  her  white  hands,  whose  haughty  and  handsome  face 
Eve  had  seen  before.  It  was  Lady  Landsdowne.  Eve 
remembered  the  proud,  cold  face,  framed  in  golden 
brown  hair,  that  had  looked  from  the  carriage- window 
that  first  evening,  in  Monkswood  village. 

She  was  dressed  in  walking  costume  no^  ,  Her  bine 
relvet  mantle  falling  off  her  sloping  shoulders.,  ihi 
dainty  bonnet,  a  snow-flake,  sprinkled  wHh  azure,  still 
m  her  head.  She  had  been  looking  into  the  fire,  liei 
brow  contracted  in  an  impatient  frown  when  they 
mtered,  and  the  first  glance  had  been  careless  and 
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iEpercilious  enougk  But  that  glance  changed^  fixed, 
grew  wild  and  amazed,  and  the  bright  blue  eje  dilated 
on  Eye  as  if  she  had  been  a  ghost.  There  had  been  a 
stifled  cry,  too,  and  a  half  bound  from  her  chair,  but 
she  sank  back  as  the  eyes  of  the  trio  turned  on  her  in 
wonder.  Her  face,  her  Tery  lips  had  turned  ashen 
white,  and  her  blue  eyes  still  were  riveted  on  Eve's  face, 
with  a  look  none  present  could  comprehend.  What 
was  there  in  that  beautiful  face  to  inspire  that  look  of 
fear,  of  affright,  of  positive  horror  ?  Paul  Schaffer 
made  a  step  toward  her. 

Madam,  you  are  ill — you  are—*' 

The  sound  of  his  voice  was  magical.  She  started  to 
her  feet  at  once, 

"Yes,'^she  said,  sharply;  ^*you  have  startled  me. 
I  cannot  bear  the  sight  of  blood  I  What  is  the  matter 
with  that  young  lady 

"  She  has  had  a  fall  from  her  horse  and  has  cut  ner 
forehead,  I  regret  that  our  entrance  should  have  so 
disturbed  you." 

The  lady's  only  reply  to  Mr.  Schaffer's  civil  speech 
was  to  gather  up  her  mantle  and  sweep  past  him  to  the 
door  with  a  stormy  rustling  of  silk.  There  the  geatlt- 
mm^  m  waiting  met  her  with  an  inquiring  face. 
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**Mss  the  carriage  not  come  jet,  mj  .ord  f 
demanded,  in  the  same  sharp  tone. 

Oh,  isn't  she  a  Satan  r  Hazel  whispered  to  E?e. 

"Not  yet/'  the  gentleman  answered.  '^I^will  fet 
here  presently,  though/' 

"I  want  to  go/'  said  the  lady,  still  more 
sharply.  "I  don't  choose  to  sit  in  a  room  crowded 
with  people.  Who  are  those  persons  who  haye  jn&t 
entered  ?" 

"Civil,  that  —  upon  my  word  1"  exclaimed  Hazel, 
whistling,  while  Eve's  eyes  flashed. 

"My  dear,"  they  heard  the  gentleman  gay,  in  u  low 
tone,  "they  are  most  respectable.  They  are  th@ 
Hazelwoods.    You  had  better  wait—*' 

"I  don't  choose  to  wait  any  longer,"  the  lady, 
almost  passionately,  cried.   "  I  shall  go  if  I  have  to  walk, 
sooner  than  sit  amongst  such  a  crowd.   Go  and  see  if  the 
people  who  keep  thii  place  have  no  sort  of  conveyance 
all  that  will  take  us  home  ?" 

"  Here  is  the  carriage,  at  last  I"  exclaimed  the  gentle- 
man, in  a  tone  of  intense  relief.  And  as  he  spoke,  a 
handsome  carriage,  drawn  by  handsome  horses,  and  ?/ith 
die  arms  of  the  Landsdowne  family  upon  the  panel, 

drew  up  before  the  door.   Eight  after  it,  came  cantering 

ir 
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§k  ride:,  at  a  furious  pace.  It  was  Senor  Mendex^  ia  a 
afcute  01  intense  excitement  and  anxiety  about  Em  H© 
had  seen  the  horses  at  the  door,  and  sprang  from  his 
#addle  at  once,  and  strode  past  Lord  and  Lady  Lands- 
iowne  into  the  parlor. 

^^Eve^ — Miss  Hazel  wood — are  you  hurt?  There  is 
blood  on  your  face  1'' 

*^It  is  nothing  — only  a  scratch/'  Ere  answered. 
Are  you  sure  you  are  quite  safe  yourself  ?    It  was  a 
second  edition  of  Mazeppa  or  John  Gilpin — I  hardly 
know  which.**  ^ 

Oh,  I  am  safe  enough,  only  completely  blown,  and 
frightened  out  of  my  wits  about  you.  I  knew  you  were 
here  when  I  saw  the  horses.'' 

He  took  off  his  hat  as  he  spoke,  to  fan  himself, 
reyealing  his  face  for  the  first  time  to  the  pair  without. 
As  he  did  so,  there  was  a  wild  shriek  from  the  lady,  a 
sudden  reel  forward,  and  a  something  fell  to  the  floor 
like  a  log.  The  cry  was  echoed  by  the  gentleman,  and 
all  rushed  out.  Lady  Landsdowne  had  fainted,  and 
wus  lying  on  the  floor  like  one  dead. 

''The  lady  nas  fainted,"  said  Senor  Mendez,  cooll js 
^^  Oan  we  be  of  any  assistance  to  your  lordship 

''None,  thank  you.    John,  open  th®  d00r/* 
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John,  the  coachman,  obeyed,  and  Lord  LandsdowBe 
carried  my  lady  in  his  arms,  got  her  in  with  John's  help, 
followed^  and  gave  the  order  to  drive  home.  On?  partj 
stood  in  the  doorway  until  the  carriage  was'^ont  of 
sight. 

Is  my  lady  mad,  I  wonder  asked  Paul  Schaffex. 
''What  made  her  faint 

"  And  what  made  her  scream  and  stare  at  Eve  so 
when  we  came  in  ?^  asked  Hazel.  She  must  want  a 
square  of  being  sound,  or  she  would  never  cut  up  so.'' 

"  What  does  Eve  think  Senor  Mender  askedy 
looking  at  her  with  an  inexplicable  smile. 

But  Eve  did  not  answer.  She  was  watching  a  figure 
coming  through  the  slanting  rain,  with  a  look  at  once 
tender  and  anxious  in  her  eyes. 

^'  Here  comes  Monsieur  D'Arville/' cried  out  Hazel^ 
''looking  like  a  drowned  rat  I  Look  at  Eve's  face. 
One  would  think  she  was  ready  to  cry  from  sympathy.  '* 

"Do  you  see  Seignor  Mendez  said,  looking  signifi- 
cantly at  Paul  Schaffer,  and  that  young  gentleman  smil®i 
superciliously. 

"  I  see  Miss  Eve  wears  her  heart  on  her  sl©©v®,  im 
daws  to  peck  at,  and  that  it  is  D'Arville's  turn  to-day— 
Mine  may  come  to-morrow 
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CHAPTBB  XII. 

ONG  lances  of  moonlight  streaming  throng k 
the  Tast  window,  mingled  with  the  light  of 
two  wax  candles,  and  fell  on  the  pale  face 
of  Eve  Hazelwood,  as  she  sat  in  an  easy-chair,  having 
her  wounded  forehead  bound  with  long  strips  of  court- 
plaster. 

On  two  pale  faces,  for  Una  Forest  was  the  surgeon, 
and  her  blue  eyes  were  full  of  tender  solicitude,  as  they 
rested  on  the  colorless  face  of  her  patient. 

How  pale  you  look,  my  dear  I''  her  soft  voice  was 
pityingly  saying.  I  am  sure  your  poor  bruised  fore- 
kead  must  be  very  painful.^* 
Eve  laughed  good-naturedly. 
Oh  no.  It  is  not  very  painful ;  it  only  feels  a 
little  stiff  and  sore.  Don't  I  look  shocking  with  all  this 
plaster  ?  Why  could  not  I  have  bruised  my  arm  or  my 
head  instead  of  my  face,  I  wonder  V* 

My  love,  you  have  reason  to  be  thankful  it  was  not 
your  neck  you  broke  I  What  would  Monsieur  D'ArviUe 
hare  done  then 
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Eye  blushed,  m  only  sixteen  years  eyer  d^ei,  at  tke 
allusion.  What  a  happy  ride  it  lad  been  for  htr^  ii^ 
ipite  of  her  cut  face  ! 

And  that  reminds  me/*  Miss  Forest  placidly  wmi 
on,  noting  the  telltale  blush,  that  you  had  better  keep 
your  room  this  eyening,  if  you  don't  want  to  disenchant 
him.  Of  course,  our  Eye  must  be  pretty  at  ail  times, 
but  I  can  assure  her  she  is  a  great  deal  prettier  without 
strips  of  court-plaster.'' 

Eye  glanced  at  herself  in  the  mirror,  and  fully  con- 
curred in  the  opinion. 

*^It's  too  bad,  but  I  suppose  there  is  no  help  for  it ; 
My  head  foels  a  little  dizzy  and  confused,  too  ;  and  I 
think,  on  the  whole,  the  best  thing  I  can  do  is,  to  go  to 
bed/' 

"  Exactly,  my  dear  !  Yoy  will  feel  all  right  to-mor- 
row morning,  and  your  roses  will  haye  returned  in  full 
bloom.  Now  I  shall  fetch  you  some  tea  and  toast  and 
see  you  safely  tucked  in  bed.  Hazel  must  not  disturb 
you  to-night^ — she  will  make  you  ill  and  feyerish  with 
her  own  tittle-tattle j  and  must  keep  her  room.'' 

**How  kind  she  is,  after  all  I"  thought  Eye,  as  the 
Httle  Mbino  tripped  away,  ^^and  how  Hazel  and  I  have 
misjudged  her  !    I  feel  as  if  I  could  go  down  into  th« 
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Tallaj  of  humiliation^  and  beg  her  pardon  on  mj  k&iM 
for  rash  Judgment.  Oh,  what  a  night  it  is  !  and  how 
happy  I  am  I  I  wonder  what  he  is  doing  down  stairs  i 
I  wonder  if  he  will  miss  me  this  evening 

Alone  as  she  was,  she  felt  her  face  glowing,  and  coy^ 
©red  it  with  her  hands,  with  a  little  laugh  at  her  silli- 
neas.  A  soft  rustling  ef  silk  made  her  look  up.  Miss 
Forest  was  there  again,  carrying  a  tray  herseK,  laden 
with  tea  and  toast,  and  marmalade. 

"  Now,  my  dear,  take  something  before  you  retire, 
it  will  make  you  feel  all  the  better  to-morrow." 

How  good  you  are.  Miss  Forest  I"  Eve  cried  out  in 
the  fullness  of  her  heart,  to  take  all  this  trouble  for  me 

0  Una  Forest !  little  white  hypocrite  !  had  you  ever 
in  all  your  life  been  guilty  of  a  blush,  it  should  have 
been  then  !  But  the  pale  blue  eyes  only  shifted  away 
under  the  grateful  glance  of  the  luminous  black  ones, 
and  the  little  fair  hands  twisted  in  and  out  Among  the 
plates. 

"  Don't  mention  it,  my  dear ;  it  is  nothing  1  Why 
do  you  not  eat  ?   You  taste  nothing." 

"  I  am  not  hungiy,  thank  you  1  I  want  nothing  but 
the  tea.     And  now  I  think  I  will  lie  down,  and  sleep 

away  this  dizzy  head." 
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And  I  will  take  away  these  candles,  lest  they  should 
toiapt  you  to  sit  up  and  read ;  and  I  will  lock  your  door 
to  keep  that  little  tomboy,  Hazel,  from  breaking  in," 
said  Miss  Forest,  laughing  and  nodding.  ^*  And  now, 
my  love,  good  night  and  pleasant  dreams  to  you 

She  kissed  her  as  she  spoke — ^the  little  female  Judas 
—and  left  the  room,  putting  the  key  in  her  pocket. 
She  glanced  back  at  it  from  the  head  of  the  stairs  with 
a  cold,  glittering  evil  smile. 

"They  may  be  pleasant  to-night,  pretty  Eve,"  she 
said  softly,  but  they  will  hardly  be  so  sweet  to-morrow 
night.  You  shall  never  be  D^Arville's  bride  until  my 
brain  loses  its  power  to  plot,  and  my  right  hand  its  cun- 
ning to  work." 

She  clenched  the  little  digit  fiercely  as  she  spoke, 
and  went  down-stairs  to  the  parlor. 

Hazel  and  D'Arville  were  there:  the  former  jingling 
Away  at  the  piano  ;  the  latter  holding  a  book,  but  seeing 
only  a  pair  of  black  eyes,  a  shower  of  black  curls  and  a 
very  young  face,  fresh  and  sunshiny  as  Hebe's  own, 
looking  up  at  him  from  every  page. 

Hazel  stopped  clattering  the  Wedding  Maroh^^ 
wiuried  round  on  her  stool  and  faced  Una. 


m 
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In  her  room.*' 
Ain't  slie  coming  down 
^'Not  to  night,  she  eays.     She  hag  conrt-plftfttr 
on  her  forehead,  and  feels  light-headed  after  her  fftll^ 
80  has  gone  to  bed.    I  locked  you  out  for  the  night,'* 

"  Locked  me  out  shrilly  cried  HajueL  What  ii 
that  for  r 

*^  She  thinks  she  will  feel  better  alone,  I  suppose. 
All  I  know  is,  you  are  to  keep  your  own  room  t©« 
night. 

"  The  hateful  mean  thing  !  Ill  go  and  sleep  in  the 
attic  with  one  of  the  maids,  before  I  roost  alone  in  there 
among  all  the  ghosts  and  rats,  and  other  vermin.  Eye's 
nothing  but  a  nasty  selfish  thing  I" 

"  My  dear,  if  you're  really  afraid,"  said  Miss  Forest, 
blandly,  "you  can  share  my  chamber  for  this  one 
mght." 

''^  Oh,"  said  Hazel,  wilting  down  suddenly  at  the 

proposed  cure,  which  was  worse  than  the  disease,  I 
guess  I  sha'n't  mind  it  so  much,  after  all.  If  Eve  and 
the  rest  of  you  can  face  the  ghostg  alone,  I  dare  s^y  I 
ean,  too  !   Well,  what's  the  matter  now  ?" 

For  Miss  Forest,  putting  her  hand  in  her  pockit 
iaddenly,  uttered  a  sharp  exclamation  of  alarm« 
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D'Arrille  lifted  an  inquiring  face  from  his  hmk. 
*'  I  hare  lost  my  purse,  and  it  contained  monej  to  a 
large  amount !   I  had  it  when  I  was  out  in  the  grouadi 
&i8  afternoon.    I  must  haye  dropped  it  there/* 
D'ArTille  rose  up. 
The  night  is  clear  as  day ;  permit  me  to  go  out  md 
iearch  for  it,  Miss  Forest,'* 
Miss  Forest  hesitated. 
It  is  so  much  trouble. 

It  is  no  trouble  at  all.  In  what  part  of  the  graundii 
were  you 

Oh,  in  seyeral  places ;  but  I  think  I  may  haye  drop- 
ped it  near  the  old  well,  at  the  ash-trees.  You  know 
the  place  ?  I  remember  pulling  my  handkerchief  out 
there  to  throw  o^qt  my  head,  and  may  haye  pulled  the 
purse  out  with  it**' 

"  What  kind  of  purse  wai  it 

A  portemonnai©  of  gold  and  ebony.  It  was  a  gift 
from  a  dear  friend ;  and,  independent  of  the  money  it 
contained,  yery  valuable  to  me  on  that  account.  Hazel 
and  I  will  go  with  you  and  help  in  the  search.*' 

The  three  started.  All  traces  of  the  thunderngtorm 
hj^  disappeared,  and  the  full  moon  rodo  in  a  oleudlMi 

uludded  with  cmmtl^is  itarai 
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As  D'Aryilie  had  said,  it  was  clear  as  day,  and  th^i 
did  house  looked  quaint  and  picturesque  in  the  silyerj 
rays. 

^'What  a  lovely  night/'  Una  exclaimed.  '^Who 
nays  it  is  all  fog  in  England  ?  Your  blue  Canadian  skioi 
were  never  brighter  than  that,  Monsieur  D'Aryille  !" 

^*The  night  is  glorious,  and  old  England  a  yery 
pleasant  place,  Miss  Forest.  Haxelwood  looks  chaining 
by  moonlight." 

And  Eye's  gone  to  bed  sententiously  put  in 
Hazel,  following  his^  glance.  "  Her  room  is  all  in  the 
dark.  That's  a  bran-new  idea  of  hers ;  for  of  late  she 
has  taken  to  sit  at  the  window  and  stargaze.  I  belietti 
the  girl's  in  loye  !" 

*^And  who  is  iihe  happy  man,  petite  smilingly 
inquired  Una. 

Oh,  a  friend  of  ours ;  either  Senor  Mendez,  Ml 
Schaffer,  or  Monsieur  D'Aryille  here.  And,"  said 
Hazel,  with  »n  innocent  face,  "I  really  don't  know 
which,'' 

The  dark  Canadian  face  of  D'Aryille  lit  up  with  ifai 
mra  smile. 

''Mademoiidlld,  I  thought  Mr.  Sehalto  wu  jwf 


A   MOONZmRT  mTEEYIMW.  m 

Well,  that's  tlie  rery  reason  why  Eve  might  want 
kim  too.  One  girl  always  does  want  what  another 
possesses,  and  tries  to  out  her  out  I  know  I/should 
myself  r 

"  A  very  amiable  trait  in  young  ladies'  characters. 
But  here  we  are  at  the  ash-trees,  and  now  for  Misa 
Forest's  purse/' 

But  though  they  wandered  up  and  down,  and  here 
and  there,  and  in  and  out  among  the  ash*trees,  no 
glittering  speck  of  gold  and  ebony  flashed  back  the 
moonlight  from  the  grass. 

We  had  better  go  oyer  to  the  old  well,**  said  Una, 
anxiously ;  it  is  just  possible  I  may  have  dropped  it 
there,  and  it  is  quite  certain  it  is  not  here." 

The  *^old  well*'  was  some  half-dozen  yards  off—a 
lonesome  spot,  shaded  by  gloomy  ash-trees,  where  few 
ever  went.  The  three  turned  thoir  steps  in  that  direc- 
tion—steps that  awoke  no  echo  on  the  velvet  sward-— 
when  Hazel  suddenly  stopped  and  raised  a  warniog 
finger. 

Hush  I"  she  whispered  ;    listen  to  that  I" 
"It  is  voices,"  said  D'Arville,  lowering  hia  ©wa. 
Some  one  is  at  the  old  well  before  us,  and  ma|  kav« 

f^und  your  puri%** 
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*^  Let  US  see  who  they  are,"  said  Una.  We  can  d« 
si  without  being  seen  ourselves.  I  don't  want  to  lost 
the  puree,  if  I  can  help  it.    And — 

She  stopped  short,  and  laid  her  hand  over  HsaeFs 
mouth,  to  stifle  the  cry  that  was  breaking  from  her  at 
the  sight  they  beheld.  In  the  clear  moonlight,  under 
the  old  oak-trees,  two  figures  stood  distinctly  revealed. 
There  was  no  mistaking  their  indentity.  The  tall  young 
man  was  Paul  Sch-affer;  the  girl,  wrapped  in  a  large 
shawl  familiar  to  all  three,  with  strips  of  white  plastei 
on  her  forehead,  was  Eve  Hazelwood.  Yes,  Eve  Hazel- 
wood,  There  was  no  mistaking  that  beautiful  face,  that 
shower  of  shining  hair,  those  lustrous  black  eyes,  nplif* 
ted  to  the  man's  face.  Together  these  two  stood  as  only 
lovers  stand,  his  arm  encircling  her  waist,  his  head  bent 
down  until  his  own  dark  locks  mingled  with  hers. 
They  were  talking,  too,  as  only  lovers  talk  ;  and  as  they 
moved  away  very  slowly  in  an  opposite  direction,  the 
listening  trio  distinctly  caught  every  word.  It  was  Paul 
Schafier^B  laughing  voice  they  heard  first. 

And  so  the  poor  little  Canadian  schoolmaster  has 
i^tually  come  to  it  at  last,  and  you  have  won  your  b®t. 
What  a  wicked  little  thing  you  are.  Eve  P 

^*  And  I  &M  going  to  write  t^  Kate  to-morrow^"  »il 
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th«  voice  of  Ere — that  sweet  and  silvery  Toice.  It  waj 
tie  night  of  the  fite — ^you  remember,  Paul—that  she 
and  I  made  that  memorable  bet  that  I  would  nojb  have 
the  flinty  professor  at  my  feet  before  the  end  of  three 
months.  Kate  thought  him  like  Achilles,  inyincible, 
but  I  knew  better,  and  to-day  he  came  to  it  at  last." 

*^  Your  fall  was  not  so  unlucky,  then,  after  all,*'  he 
laughed,  and  Eve  joined  in. 

What  would  you  say,  Paul,  if  I  told  you  the  fall 
was  more  than  half  planned  ?  He  was  so  tiresome  and 
so  long  coming  to  the  point,  that  some  ruse  was  neces- 
sary, and  that  was  the  only  one  I  could  think  of.  It 
answered  the  purpose  admirably.  Oh,  you  should  have 
heard  him 

"  You  pretty  little  sinner  I  And  what  do  you  sup- 
pose  I  am  going  to  say  to  such  goings  on.  Mistress 
Ever 

Nothing  at  all,  of  course !  You  know  I  care  for 
nobody  in  tje  world  but  you,  Paul.  And  I  have  not 
half  done  yat,  for  I  mean  to  number  Senor  Mendex 
nmong  my  list  of  killed  and  wounded  before  I  am 

sstiefied.'^ 

*^Now,  Ever 

'^^M®w,  Paul  1"— with  pretty  willfulnesi® — ''I  mmi^  I 
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tell  you  I  My  reputation  as  a  beauty  h  at  stake,  mA  ! 
feel  in  duty  bouud  to  humble  the  eld  grandee  !  Q% 
what  a  splendid  night  it  is  1  And  they  think  I  §m 
sleeping  the  sleep  of  the  Just  up  in  my  room  !  My  fmr 
bruised  forehead  " — laughing  gayly — "  was  a  fine  excuse 
to  steal  out  and  meet  you/' 

"  Eve,  what  did  you  say  to  D' Arrille  ?" 

"Nothing  at  all.  Do  you  think  I  am  so  poor  m 
diplomat  ?  But  actions  and  looks,  you  know,  some- 
times speak  louder  than  words.  Oh,  he  has  his  answer, 
and  is  a  happy  man 

"  Poor  fellow !  Ere,  you  ought  to  have  a  little 
mercy  P 

Bah !  you  lecture,  indeed  I  Why  have  you  no 
mercy  on  Hazel  ?  You  do  nothing  but  make  love  t© 
her  from  morning  till  night,  and  pay  no  attention  t# 
me.'* 

^'^My  dear  Eve,  yon  mistake.  She  makes  love  to 
me  1  As  to  not  noticing  you,  is  it  not  some  of  your 
provoking  diplomacy  ?  I  give  you  fair  warning,  I  won't 
stand  it  much  longer  P 

.  The  girl  clasped  his  arm  with  both  hands  and  looked 
tif  in  his  face  with  laughing,  loving  eyes. 

**You  dear  c?oss,  good-natured  Paul  I  Ifc  won't  be 
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laatjessary  for  you  to  stand  it  much  longer.  Ono® 
I  have  conquered  Monsieur  Mustache  Whiskerando,  m 
Hazel  calls  him^  I'll  be  good  and  obedient^  and  let  jou 
have  your  own  way  in  everytbing.  You  know  well 
^nougb  I  care  for  nobody  but  you.  Do  I  not  run  risk 
enough  in  meeting  you  like  this 

There  was  a  caress  and  an  answer  breathed  m  low 
tiiat  they  could  not  catch  it ;  and  then  the  lovers  turned 
into  a  side-path  and  disappearad.  But  both  faces^  as 
th^y  turned,  were  for  a  second  full  toward  them,  with 
the  bright  moonlight  shining  full  on  them ;  and  every 
fe*»tige  of  doubt,  if  such  a  thing  coula  still  linger,  van- 
ished. Beautiful,  treacherous,  deceitful,  it  was  indeed 
th^  face  of  Eve  Hazelwood — all  her  black  curls  flutter- 
ing in  the  night- wind  ;  and  that  other,  bending  over 
b'^r,  was  Paul  Schaffer,  HazeFs  false  lover.  Then  they 
pere  gone,  and  only  the  cold  mocking  moonlight 
*^mained  where  they  had  stood, 

A  spell  seemed  to  have  bound  the  three  lookers^oi: 
*o  the  spot.  Their  evanishment  broke  *t.  There  was 
^  sound,  something  between  a  cry  and  a  hysterical  gob 
rom  poor  Hazel,  as  she  grasped  D'Arville's  arm. 

"  0  Monsieur  D'Arviile,  it  is  Paul  and  Ev#  r 

He  had  been  standing  as  motionlsBS  m  it  ch&Efad  t9 
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stone,  his  eyes  neyer  moying  from  the  pair  before  him 
while  they  had  remained.  Now  he  turned  to  in©  poo? 
little  speaker,  his  face  like  white  marble,  but  with  pity 
in  his  deep  dark  eyes  for  her. 

Yes,  poor  child  !  I  have  long  known  that  this  must 
coine  to  you  some  day ;  but  I  never  thought  of  its  com- 
ing in  this  manner.  We  have  both  been  deceived,  Hazel 
— 1  far  more  than  you.** 

Can  I  believe  my  eyes  ?  I  feel  as  if  I  were  dream- 
ing I  I  always  thought  she  disliked  jMr.  Schaffer,*'  said 
Una  Forest,  with  a  bewildered  look. 

A  smile,  cold  and  bitter,  and  mocking,  broke  over 
B'Arville's  face. 

Did  you  not  hear  the  reason  ?  It  was  the  young 
lady's  diplomacy — she  wished  to  win  her  bets  and  make 
more  conquests.  I  have  known  this  long  time  Mr. 
Schaffer  was  one  of  her  admirers  ;  but  I  was  so  well  de- 
ceired  by  the  fair  diplomat  that  I  imagined  the  love  was 
all  on  his  side.  Miss  Wood,  get  up — you  had  better  go 
back  to  the  house." 

Poor  Miss  Wood  !    She  had  sunk  down  on  the 
grass,  sobbing  hysterically,  sobbing  as  a  little  child  does, 
who  has  lost  a  precious  toy.    D'Arville  raised  her  gently 
mad  drew  her.  hand  within  his  arm,  and  Hazel  let  herself 
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be  drawn  away,  weeping  still,  but  *^  paisiTe  to  all 
changes,'* 

^'You  had  better  let  her  stay  with  you  to-aiight, 
Mi83  Forest/'  he  said,  and  try  and  comfort  her  !  Her 
dream  has  been  broken  rudely  and  bitterly  enough.*' 

I  shall  do  my  best,"  Una  said ;  bnt  good  heaTeni  ! 
who  could  have  imagined  this  was  Eve  Hazelwood  I  I 
thought  her  simple  as  a  child — pure  as  a  saint" 

^*My  mistake,  exactly  1"  D'Arville  said,  with  the 
same  cold  smile  :  ^^I  have  often  heard  how  fair  an  out- 
side falsehood  hath — I  never  fully  realized  it  before," 

"  I  shall  inform  Mr,  Hazelwood  to-morrow,"  said 
Miss  Forest,  firmly ;  it  is  my  duty  to  put  a  atop  to 
such  shameful  doings.  Miss  Eve  will  find  she  must 
turn  over  a  new  leaf  for  the  future." 

D'Arville  said  nothing — his  heart  was  far  too  sore 
and  bitter  for  mere  words.  When  they  entered  the 
house  and  stood  in  the  upper  hall,  on  the  way  to  their 
apartments,  he  stopped  at  his  door  and  held  out  his  hand 
to  Una, 

"  Good  night.  Miss  Forest,'*  he  said ;  *'let  me  thank 

you  now  for  all  the  kindness  you  have  shown  me  since  I 

i^ve  been  in  this  house.    Be  good  to  this  poor  little  gif\ 

md  try  and  comfort  her,  if  you  can." 
14 
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He  was  gOBa,  and  his  door  was  ghnt  Una  sto#4 
looking  at  it  with  a  puzzled  face. 

What  does  he  mean — thanking  me  now,  aad  with 
that  look  !  He  cannot  mean  to  go — Oh,  pshaw  !  of 
eonrse  not  I  come  along,  Hazel 

She  drew  Hazel  along  to  her  room — poor  Hazel,  who 
did  nothing  but  cry,  and  began  early  preparing  for  bed 
Don't  be  a  baby,"  was  her  consolatory  address, 
wipe  your  eyes  and  go  to  bed  !   Let  Mr.  Schaffer  go- 
he  was  only  fooling  you  all  the  time,  and  eyerybody  saw 
it  but  yourself !" 

Oh,  I  wish  I  was  dead — I  do  P  was  HazeFs  wickei 
but  natural  cry,  her  passionate  sobs  only  increasing  f  o 
their  comfort.      Oh,  I  wish  I  had  neyer  been  bom  !" 

There  was  another  in  a  room  near,  who,  though  he 
shed  no  tears,  uttered  no  cry,  was  perhaps  wishing  the 
Bame  in  the  bitterness  of  his  heart.  He  was  on  his 
knees,  not  in  prayer,  alas  I  but  packing  his  trunk,  kus- 
tiing  eyerything  in  in  a  heap,  as  men  do.  It  did  not 
take  long— the  trunk  was  packed,  locked,  strapped,  m 
was  his  portmanteau,  and  then  he  sat  down  at  the  tabk 
to  write.    It  was  a  letter,  and  a  sh^rt  one. 

**Sik: — Pardon  my  hasty  departure,  but  circum- 
itsnoeg  render  it  unayoidable.    I  desire  no  remuneratioB 
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tm  the  short  time  I  have  seryed  you.  Miss  Forest  may 
perhaps  explain  matters  more  fully. 

Yours,  respectfully,        Clauds  D'Abvii^m." 

The  note  was  addressed  to  Mr.  Hazlewood.  Then, 
afte^a  moment's  hesitatior^  he  began  another. 

My  Dbae  MiSd  Fobest  : — After  the  scene  we  wit- 
nessed to-night,  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  remain  longer 
At  Hazel  wood.  I  leave  by  the  first  train  this  morning, 
for  London — from  there  I  will  send  an  address  to  which 
my  baggage  can  be  forwarded.  Thanking  you  one® 
more  for  your  past  kindness,  and  begging  you  to  be  kind 
to  poor  Hazel,  I  remain  your  sincere  friend, 

"C.  D'Aeyille.'' 

The  gray  dawn  was  creeping  in  pale  and  cold  as  he 
sealed  thig  last  and  arose.  He  put  on  an  overcoat  for  th@ 
air  was  chill,  took  his  traveling  bag  in  his  hand,  and  went 
down  the  grand  staircase,  and  out  of  ^hm  great  hall-door 
of  the  Hazelwood  mansion. 

And  so,  while  Eve  slept  and  dreamed  rosy  dreams  of 
to-morrow,  the  gray  and  dreary  dawn  of  that  to-morrow 
■aw  him  of  whom  she  dreamed,  flying  from  her  as  fast 
steam  could  carry  him,  !»  the  busy  world  of  LondoBL 


til 
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OHAPTEB  IX 

A  STOEMY  DAY. 

AIN  lasliing  the  windows,  rain  drenchiag  tlit 
grass,  rain  dripping  from  the  trees,  rain 
blurring  and  blotting  out  everything  in  a 
pale  blank  of  sodden  mist,  and  a  high  gale  driving  it  in 
slanting  lines  before  it — that  was  what  Eve  saw,  looking 
from  her  chamber-window,  next  morning.  A  change 
had  come  over  the  night,  and  the  cloudless  sky  and  bril- 
liant moonlight  had  been  followed  by  a  drear  and  dis- 
mal day.  A  gloomy  prospect  Eve's  dark  eyes  looked  on 
the  deserted  avenue,  the  splashy  country  road  beyond 
the  storm-beaten  trees,  writhing  and  togging  their  long 
arms  aloft,  and  the  weird  blast  shrieking  through  them 
with  a  wild,  half-human  sort  of  cry.  But  the  heart 
makes  its  own  sunshine,  and  Eve  wag  einging  half 
unconscious,  with  a  smile  on  her  face  lika  a  happy  child, 
singing  a  snatch  of  the  sweet  ballad  somebody— lier 
somebody  had- — sung  months  ago,  at  Madame  Sehaftsr'i 
fSte: 
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WLm  Adair  she  loved  me  well, 

Against  her  father  and  mother's  wilL 
To-day  I  sat  for  an  hour  and  wept, 

By  Ellen's  grave  on  the  windy  hiii  / 
Shy  she  was,  and  I  thought  her  proud — 

Thought  her  cold,  and  fled  o'er  th©  m^i 
Filled  was  I  with  folly  and  spit®, 

When  Ellen  Adair  was  dying  for  me. 
Cruel,  cruel  were  the  words  I  said, 

Cruel  came  they  back  to  me." 

She  stopped  short,  and  dropped  the  curtain  orer  thi 
window  with  a  delicious  little  shiyer. 

"  What  a  song  for  me  to  sing  this  morning  I  Oh, 
how  happy  I  am,  and  how  good  every  one  is  to  me  ! 
What  a  thankful  heart  I  ought  to  hare  to  the  Author  of 
ftll  good  gifts 

There  was  a  picture  oyer  her  bed— Christ  Blessing 
Little  Children/'  Eye^s  face  grew  graye  and  reyerent  as 
ahe  lifted  her  eyes  to  that  diyine  countenance,  so  sublime 
in  its  calm  majesty  ;  and  kneeling  down,  she  bowed  her 
face  in  her  hands  to  say  her  morning  prayers.  So  long 
she  knelt,  that  ten  struck  from  the  loud-yoiced  clock  in 
the  hall  without,  and  a  tap  at  the  door  only  ans'^ered 
her  at  last.  She  rose  and  opened  it,  and  saw  one  of  the 
housemaids  standing  there. 

"  Oh,  is  it  you,  Mary  T  By©  said.  1  iuppoM  je^ 
hay®  come  to  tell  me  breakfast  in  ready 
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¥es,  miss,  and  Miss  Forest  is  waitini,.  Is  jmr  tmm 
better  this  morning,  miss 

Much  better,  thank  yon.  Tell  Miss  Forest  I  will 
^  down  in  a  moment/* 

She  had  taken  the  disfiguring  court-plaster  off,  and 
unly  a  few  red  scratches  remained.  Ere  took  a  parting 
peep  at  herself  in  the  glass,  to  make  sure  that  her  curls 
were  smooth  and  her  collar  straight ;  and  thought,  with 
^  smile  and  a  blush,  as  she  ran  down-stairs,  she  would 
not  look  so  yery  frightful  in  his  eyes,  after  all.  She 
might  have  «pared  herself  the  trouble.  Una  Forest  only 
was  in  the  room,  standing  at  the  table,  waiting.  One 
look  at  her  face  sent  a  chill  to  Eve's  bounding  heart , 
and  had  it  been  carved  out  of  an  iceberg  or  a  snow- 
wreath,  it  could  not  have  been  whiter  or  colder.  Her  thin 
pale  lips  were  cold,  compressed,  smileless  ;  her  eyes  as 
devoid  of  light  or  warmth  as  the  sapphire  stone  ;  and 
even  *jhe  rustle  of  her  Quakerish  gray  dress  had  some- 
thing chilling  and  repellent  in  its  sound.  Where  wa« 
the  kind,  motherly,  warm-hearted  Una  Forest  of  last 
night  ?  Had  she  been  a  changeling  of  the  radiant 
moonlight,  that  had  gone  forever,  and  vanished  with  it 
"^^Ihavd  kept  you  waiting,  I  ftm  afraid,"  Eve  fal- 
tered, feer  air-castles  shivering  on  their  frail  f OTniatiam. 
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Sit 


"Yes*"  Miss  Forest  coldly  said,  "yoia  haT®.  Be 
good  enough  to  take  your  place.'' 

She  poured  out  the  coffee  and  pagsed  the  tonit  ia  ft 
manner  that  effectually  took  away  Eto's  appetite  ;  fent 
indignation  was  coming  to  her  aid  now,  and  giTing  hm 
courage.  Miss  Forest,  watching  her  as  a  cat  does  some 
unfortunate  mouse  it  is  going  to  dcTour  presently^  saw  a 
hot  red  spot  coming  into  either  cheek,  and  a  bright 
angry  light  in  either  eye.  What  had  she  done  to  be 
treated  like  this  ?  She  had  committed  no  crime,  that 
she  need  be  afraid.  She  would  speak,  and  show 
Miss  Forest  she  was  no  slaye  of  her  humors  and 
whims. 

Where  is  Cousin  Hazel     she  demanded,  looking 

ap. 

Una  Forest's  pale  blue  orbs  met  the  bright  black 
ones  with  a  glance  so  cold,  so  stern,  so  seyere,  and  so 
prolonged,  that  the  outraged  crimson  rose  in  a  fiery  tids 
to  Eve's  brow. 

"You  want  to  know  where  Miss  Wood  is,  do  yoii  f 

''Yes,  Miss  Forest." 

''Then  she  is  in  my  room,  wher®  ahe  aas  b«en  aU 

i^ight,  too  ill  to  leaye  it/' 
Ere  mm  precipitately. 


m 
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Hazel  sick  I  When— how — what  — Mils  Foiwi^ 
1  must  go  to  her  at  once 

Misa  Forest  pushed  .^side  her  plate  and  cup,  and  roi®, 
too. 

"I  beg  your  pardon.  You  will  do  nothing  of  th« 
kind." 

"Miss  Forest  r 

"Miss  Hazelwood — if  that  be  jour  name — I  am  mis- 
tress here,  I  think,  and  accustomed  to  be  obeyed.  You 
do  not  set  foot  in  my  room,  either  to-day  or  any  other 
day,  while  you  see  fit  to  remain  at  lIa25elwood 
Hall 

Ere  stood  looking  at  her,  utterly  confounded.  Had 
Miss  Forest  suddenly  gone  mad  ?  The  cold  sweet,  Yoice 
of  that  pale  little  lady  broke  the  brief  silence. 

"You  thought  no  one  was  watching  you  last  night, 
doubtless,  when  you  held  that  shameful  interyiew. 
You  thought  the  lie  you  acted  would  never  be  discoT- 
§red  ;  but  both  are  known  now,  and  so  are  you,  yon 
Wicked  and  shameless  girl  !  And  yet,  after  it  all,  you 
can  dare  to  stand  and  look  me  in  the  face  like  this  1 
Oh,  I  could  blush  for  you,  so  young  and  so  depraved 

"Stand  and  look  her  in  the  face  I" 

Eve's  great  dark  eyes  were  dilating  in  utter  bewildw 


A   MTOMMJ  BAT. 


mi 


ment,  to  twice  their  natural  sis©,  whil®  ©Tery  tract  0I 
color  was  slowly  fading  from  her  face. 

60  to  your  room,  now,"  Miss  Porest*s  pitilesp  Toio© 
aontinued,  as  she  moved  to  the  door  ;  to  one  more 
injured  than  I,  I  leave  the  task  of  upbraiding  you.  Go 
to  your  room,  unhappy  girl,  and  remain  there  until  sent 
for.'^ 

She  was  gone,  but  Eve  never  moved.  She  stood 
literally  rooted  to  the  spot,  so  completely  lost  in  wonder, 
so  utterly  dumbfounded  by  this  amazing  and  vague 
charge  of  crime,  that  she  scarcely  knew  whether  she 
were  asleep  or  awake.  She  passed  her  hand  over  her 
face  in  a  bewildered  way. 

What  does  she  mean  ?  What  did  she  say  I  had 
done  she  asked  herself ,  confusedly.  I  don't  under- 
stand at  all  I  Go  to  my  room,  and  stay  there  !  What 
will  I  do  that  for  ?  I  will  not  do  it  No,  I  will  not ! 
If  Miss  Forest  has  not  gone  mad,  I  will  find  out  what 
she  means.^' 

Indignation  had  come  to  the  rescue  again.  Eve's 
^irit,  naturally  bright,  flashed  up  in  her  pale  face, 
idndling  a  red  glow  there,  and  blazed  like  black  flame  in 
the  flashing  eyes.  Impetuously  she  started  after  Miss 
Forest,  but  Miss  Forest  was  not  to  be  found.    She  had 
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pyen  a  brief  @rd©f  about  dinner,  and  had  gone  ftwaji 
md  the  serTOntg  knew  nothing  of  her.  With  a  step  thai 
rung  and  rebounded^  Eye  marched  i.cross  the  uppet 
hall,  and  kaocked  at  her  door.  There  wan  no  answes 
and  though  she  knocked  again  and  again,  it  was  al) 
labor  loit  Eye  stood  and  listened,  the  angry  blood 
coursing  tumultuously  through  every  throbbing  yeii^ 

^^She  is  in  there,  I  know,"  was  her  thought,  ^'ana 
she  hears  me  well  enough.  I  shall  not  stir  from  here 
until  she  comes  out,  if  I  haye  to  wait  the  whole  day 
long." 

Too  excited  to  stand  stiU,  the  girl  began  pacing  rap- 
idly and  vehemently  up  and  down  the  long  hall,  watch- 
ing the  door  that  neyer  openea.  No,  indeed ;  why 
should  it  ?  when  there  was  another  door  within  that 
chamber  communicating  with  the  lower  hall,  of  which 
she  knew  nothing.  So  Eye  trod  up  and  down  like  a 
young  Pythoness  going  into  training  for  expeditions  ac 
an  Amason  sentry,  while  Miss  Hazel  was  serenely  attend- 
to  her  duties  down-stairs.  So,  while  hour  after  hour  of 
the  dark  and  rainy  day  wore  on.  Eye  paced  her  lonely 
Deat  undisturbed — ^for  not  eyen  the  housemaid  cam@ 
near  her — until  she  grew  so  completely  exhausted  that 
ih®  could  walk  no  longer.    Eyen  then  she  would  boI 
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l0aT0;  m  sure  was  she  that  there  was  soiiate  on®  withisa  i 
but  §eated  herself  within  the  wide  window-ledge,  at  tha 
«nd  of  the  hall,  and  gazed  out  at  the  bleaiod  and  deso» 
late  evening,  with  all  its  own  gloom  on  her  face.  Oh, 
where  was  CArville  ?  Where  was  Hazel?  Had  they 
all  deserted  her  together  ?  Had  they  all  gome  crossed 
with  Una  Forest  ? 

Six  struck  from  the  hall-clock.  A  Toice  at  her  ear 
an  instant  after  made  her  start ;  but  it  was  only  ih% 
servant  who  had  come  to  her  in  the  morning,  and  whom 
she  had  not  heard  cross  the  hall. 

"Miss  Eye,  Miss  Forest  wants  to  know  if  you  will 
eome  down  to  dinner 

Miss  Forest ;  is  she  in  her  own  room 

"Oh  dear  no,  miss;  she's  been  down-stairs  all  day,** 

Eve  passed  her  hand  to  her  throbbing  forehead. 

"  And  is  it  I  who  am  going  insme  ?^  she  thought. 

"  You  look  poorly,  Miss ;  your  face  is  as  whit^ 
m  a  sheet,"  the  girl  said  pityingly,  for  all  in  the 
house  liked  the  bright-eyed,  pleasant-voiced  young 
American  girl.  "I'm  afraid  youVe  caught  cold  \ip 
in  this  damp,  nasty  'all,  which  it's  as  drafty  as  ever  it  can 
fee.  Do  come  down  and  take  your  diimer  eomfortably^ 
Miffs  BvB,'' 
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Ere  rose  passively  to  follow  her.  her  head  all  oom 
fused,  feeling  as  if  some  one  had  struct:  her  a  blow  and 
itunned  her.    "  Is  Miss  Forest  alone     she  as^ed. 

*'No,  miss ;  Miss  Hazel  is  with  her,  and  you  mn^t 
see  an  eye  in  her  'ead  for  crying,  whatever  be  tht 
matter." 

Eve  said  no  more — Hazel  in  trouble  too — it  was  all 
of  a  piece  with  the  rest — all  a  mystery  to  her.  Miss 
Forest  turned  sharply  upon  her  the  moment  she 
entered. 

•^^I  wish,  Miss  Eve  Hazel  wood,  you  would  come  to 
attend  your  meals  in  proper  season,  and  not  keep  me 
waiting  and  the  servants  tramping  all  over  the  house 
for  you  !  Mary,  go  up  to  Mr.  D'Arville's  room,  and  asi- 
him  if  he  will  please  descend  to  dinner." 

Eve's  heart  bounded.  Oh,  he  was  coming  at  last  ; 
he  who  never  could  be  cruel  or  unjust,  whose  love  would 
ihield  her,  whose  strength  would  support  her,  whose 
clear  brain  would  find  out  what  all  this  dreadful  mystery 
of  unkindness  meant.  Then  her  eye  fell  on  Hazel,  whf 
sat  in  a  corner  ;  her  ruddy  face  pale ;  her  laughing  brown 
eje  red  and  swollen  ;  her  bright,  round,  good-natured  f  ac^ 
clouded  and  sullen.  Yes,  sullen— that,  I  am  sorry  to  say^ 
Is  the  only  word,  for  it.  Hazel  had  cried  until  she  smld 
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«rj  no  longer,  and  had  now  relapsed  into  a  @tat€ 
©f  unmitigated  sulkiness.  Eve  went  over  eagerly  to 
her. 

"  Hazel  dear,  what  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  Are  you 
«ick — are  you  in  trouble  ?*' 

She  laid  her  hand  on  HazeFs  shoulder,  but  thaw 
young  lady  ,  started  up  and  flung  it  off  violently. 

Don't  touch  me  !  don't  come  near  me,  you  mean, 
underhand,  deceitful,  treacherous,  lying  thing !  I  hate 
you — there — " 

A  hysterical  outburst  of  sobs  wound  up  the  outburst 
of  temper.  Eve  recoiled  as  if  she  had  been  struck  io 
the  face,  and  a  malicious  smile  dawned  on  the  thin  lips 
of  Una  Forest.  Mary  came  suddenly  in  with  a  startled 
face  and  two  letters  in  her  hand. 

'^Oh,  if  you  please.  Miss  Forest,'*  she  began  vehe- 
mently, Mr.  D'Arville  is  not  in  his  room  at  all,  and 
his  bed  hasn't  been  slept  in  all  night,  and  his  trunk  and 
things  is  all  packed,  and  here's  two  letters  as  I  found 
m  his  table ;  and  if  you  please,  miss,  I  do  think  as  how 
he's  been  and  gone  away." 

Una  Forest  crossed  the  room  and  snatched  the  letters 
mi  of  the  girl's  hand.  That  she  was  excited,  could  he 
men  ;  for  the  fingers  that  tore  open  the  one  adressed  to 
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herself  trembled  perodptiblj.  As  she  read  it^  slie  ttttei^ 
%  sharp  cry — a  cry  of  bitter  disappointment  and  morti 
fication.  Gone  left  her  !  neyer  to  return,  in  all  likeli- 
hood !  Was  this  what  she  had  plotted  and  planned  for 
~was  this  the  way  she  was  to  turn  him  against  Eve, 
and  keep  him  at  her  own  side — ^was  this  the  end  of  all 
her  schemes  ?  Suirely,  her  cunning  had  overshot  the 
mark,  and  she  had  been  foiled  with  her  own  weapons. 

**Gone  she  cried  out,  "where  did  he  go  ?  Some 
of  the  servants  must  have  seen  him  1  Mary-^" 

But  the  address  was  interrupted  by  another  cry, 
more  startled  than  her  own,  and  Eve  was  by  her  side. 

"  Gone  she  echoed,  her  lips  pale,  her  eyes  wild, 
"  Gone,  Miss  Forest !  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  Mr. 
D'Arville  has  left  Hazelwood 

Una  Forest  turned  upon  her  like  a  tigress,  her  eyes 
flashing  blue  flame,  her  whole  face  livid  with  suppres- 
sed passion. 

He  htts  gone  1  He  has  left  Hazelwood  forever,  and 
it  is  you  who  have  driven  him  from  it !  You,  you 
wicked,  you  shameless,  you  disgraceful  creature  1  He 
has  gone,  hating,  despising,  abhorring  you,  as  we  all  do 
iiow«  Don't  look  at  me  so,  you  vile  girl  1  with  your  misr 
ermble  white  face  I   Go  to  *ihe  man  you  met  by  night  in 
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Uie  grounds ;  go  to  Paul  Schafier  now^  and  exult  with 
him  oTer  your  work.^ 

Ere  stood  motionless,  paralysed,  dumb,  Mai?y  stood 
mth.  eyes  and  mouth  agape,  Hazel  looked  up  with  ^ 
frightened  face,  but  Una  Forest  had  lost  the  self-control 
of  a  life  in  an  instant ;  the  tide  of  passion,  so  seldom 
moved  in  that  stagnant  breast,  all  the  more  powerful 
for  that  very  reason,  swept  everything  before  its  resist- 
less force.  Five  minutes  later,  she  might  be  her  own 
calm,  ladylike,  coldly  severe  self  again ;  now  she  was 
mad— mad  with  rage,  jealousy,  and  disappointment  Now 
»he  must  speak  or  die. 

"You  P  she  half-screamed,  "you  wretched,  depen* 
dent,  nameless  thing — ^living  on  the  bounty  of  strangers 
— you,  a  miserable  beggar,  for  all  your  airs  and  graces — 
you,  lower  than  the  servants  who  wait  on  you,  for  they 
are  honest,  at  least — ^you,  with  no  right  to  the  name  you 
have  disgraced,  whose  mother  was  a  wretched  street- 
walker of  ISiew  York — ^you,  who,  springing  from  the 
filth  and  scum  of  the  city-streets,  dare  to  reign  her© 
like  a  queen,  and  yet  show  the  scum  and  dregs  you 
spring  from,  by  night  and  by  stealth,  it  is  you,  you,  who 
have  driven  him  from  the  house,  to  which  he  had  far 
mom  right  than  yourself,  in  which  you  never  were 
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wanted;  from  which  you  should  hare  been  wmt  long  mg^ 
to  earn  your  liriug,  like  any  other  pauper.  I  tell  jqm, 
girl,  I  hate  and  despise  you,  and  shall  never  reit  untii 
you  are  turned  from  the  house  you  hare  disgraced  ;  and 
then  let  the  man  you  met  by  stealth  protect  you,  or  else 
follow  your  vile  outcast  mother's  example,  and — '* 

But  she  did  not  finish  I  There  had  been  one  wild, 
wild  shriek  from  Eve,  and  then  she  had  turned  and  fied 
from  the  room,  from  the  house,  like  a  mad  creature. 
Mad  1  for  the  time  being  she  was  so — the  terrible  words 
of  Una  Forest  were  ringing  in  her  ears  like  death-knells, 
seared  on  her  brain  in  letters  of  fire.  She  was  conscious 
of  nothing,  only  one  wild,  frantic,  delirious  idea  of 
flying  very  far  away,  anywhere — anywhere  out  of  the 
reach  of  that  serpent-tongue.  She  knew  not  where  she 
was  going,  what  she  was  doing,  only  that  they  had 
driven  her  wild. 

And  so  she  fled  on.  Night  was  falling  fa«t,  a 
drenching  rain  with  it,  and  everthing  was  blurred  in  a 
mist  of  sudden  fog.  Heaven  and  earth  were  dark  alike, 
but  she  saw  not  the  darkness ;  her  head  was  bare,  her 
long  hair  fluttering  in  the  night- wind,  but  she  felt  nc 
oold,  heeded  not  the  soak'ng  rain.  Stumbling,  slipping, 
falling,  riiing,  and  flying  m  again,  that  frantic  figui^ 


rushed  through  the  night  and  the  storm,  on  and  o^i^  m& 
over,  a  very  maniac,  "intil  at  last  exhausted  nature  f a?^ 
way,  and  she  sank  down,  prone  on  her  face,/ on  tht 
soaking  grass.  She  never  thought  were  she  was ;  in 
that  first  delirium  she  did  not  care*  And  so  there,  with 
the  dismal  night  falling,  with  the  rain  drenchiisg  her 
through  and  through.  Ere  Hazelwood,  who  had  risen 
that  morning  happy,  loving,  and  beloved,  lay  at  night  a 
hcmeless,  friendless  outcast. 

Oh,  truly  has  it  been  said,  ''We  know  not  whftt  * 
ixj  may  bring  forth.'' 


yet  conscious.  Perhaps  it  was  that  very  wind  and  rain, 
©ooMng  her  burning  brow,  that  kept  her  so ;  but  for  a 
time  nature  was  so  completely  exhausted,  that  she  i^as 
miabla  to  move.    Then  slowly,  m  the  first  mad  excite 
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IHE  did  not  faint ;  lying  there  prostrate,  with 
the  rain  beating  upon  her,  and  the  wind 
I   fluttering  her  hair  and  garments — she  was 


mBiki  mxL  delirium  iied  out,  all  the  horror  of  her  situfl^ 
tion  dnwned  upon  her.  It  was  night — a  tempest  wm 
^S^g9  she  was  friendless  and  homeless — without  where 
to  lay  her  head.  Must  she  stay  in  this  dreadful  place 
all  night  ?— must  she  lie  here  and  die  ?  Oh,  if  death 
would  only  come  at  once  !  Ere  wished  for  it  then,  m 
we  all  do  wish  for  it  in  our  first  moments  of  sinful  des- 
pair. What  was  there  left  to  live  for  now  ?  All  love— 
and  lore  makes  up  all  that  is  worth  liying  for  to  some — 
had  faded  out  of  her  life,  and  why  should  she  wish  to 
drag  on  a  dreary  and  unloved  life  ?  Ah  1  Eve  could  not 
iremember  then,  in  her  first  bitterness  of  despair,  that 

There  is  a  love  that  never  failfl  « 
When  earthly  lovee  decay." 

Heftven  and  earth,  that  dismal  night,  looked  black 
alika 

A  clock  struck  nine — the  clock  of  the  village  church. 
She  was  in  Monkswood  then,  and  near  shelter  if  she 
chose  to  ask  for  it  She  raised  herself  on  her  elbow, 
pushed  back  the  dripping  masses  of  hair  from  her  face, 
and  looked  round.  Lights  twinkled  in  the  distance — 
utars  of  hop® — ^from  the  cottage-windows. 

Eve  was  well  known  in  Monkswood.  Sne  had  mm 
good  to  more  than  on©  poor  sufferer  there ;  her  Mght 
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hsA  made  sunshine  in  manj  a  poor  home  %  )im 
sweet  Toice  had  whispered  hope  in  many  a  sorrowful  Bar; 
her  princely  hand  and  heart  had  shared  with  them  th© 
last  farthing  she  possessed.  Yes,  she  could  not  die  on 
the  roadside  this  terrible  night ;  she  would  go  to  some  of 
these  humble  homes  until  to-morrow  should  come^  and 
then  she  would  fly — she  knew  not  whither,  cared  not 
either,  so  that  it  was  far  from  Hazelwood, 

Paint,  dizzy,  staggering,  the  girl  rose  up  and  toiled 
ilowly  on  through  the  darkness  and  the  rain.  Now  that 
the  feyerish  excitement  had  passed  away,  the  falsa 
strength  it  had  lent  her  had  gone  with  it,  and  she  was  so 
weak  she  could  hardly  totter.  She  had  eaten  nothing 
since  early  morning,  and  at  the  first  cottage  she  came  to, 
she  dropped  down  on  the  doorstep,  feeling  that,  if  her 
life  depended  on  it,  she  could  not  go  one  more  step. 

It  was  a  poor  place  this  cottage  with  thin  doors  and 
curtainless  windows.  Eye  could  hear  yoices  within,  and 
one — ^the  voice  of  a  man — had  a  strangely-familiar  sound. 
She  tried  to  think  who  it  was ;  but  her  head  felt  all 
wrong  and  confused— memory  would  not  come  to  \m 
aid.  She  rose  up  again,  resolved  to  see,  before  she  asked 
for  shelter ;  it  might  be  one  of  those  cruel  enemies  she 
liad  Mt^  for  all  she  could  tell.    The  little  winaow  wm 
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uncurtained;  the  room  bright  with  fire  and  caadl^li^t 
-His  humble  within  as  without,  too ;  but  Bye  aaw 
nothing  of  that — her  eyes  were  fixed  on  its  three  occu- 
pants. Surely,  that  old  woman  on  the  stool  in  front  of 
the  fire  had  a  strangely-familiar  face.  "Where  had  she 
seen  her  before  ?  And  that  man — that  tall  gentleman, 
wearing  that  well-known  cloak,  must  be  Senor  Mendez, 
her  Cuban  friend. 

And  that  third  face — ah  !  what  sight  of  horror  wai 
that ;  her  own  face  looking  straight  back  at  her  ;  her 
own  face  as  she  saw  it  every  day  in  the  glass.  There 
was  a  shrill  shriek  of  affright,  a  heavy  fall,  and  Eve 
Hazelwood  had  fainted  for  the  first  time  in  her  life  ! 

What  a  strangely  confused  and  bewildered  feeling 
Is  the  return  of  consciousness  after  a  swoon.  Gentle- 
men, perhaps,  not  being  of  the  fainting  sex,  know  very 
little  about  it ;  but  their  sister-sufferers,  being  used  to 
it*5  know  the  dizzy,  disagreeable,  distressed  sense  of 
vague  bewilderment  with  which  life  and  recollection 
oomes  back.  Bverthing  looks  unusual,  the  moil 
familiar  objects  unfamiliar  ;  voices  at  our  eai  sound  fa? 
oif ,  and  the  well-known  home-faces  strange  and  vision- 
sry  like  the  rest  But  when  the  fainter  comes  4(?  in  a 
strange  room,  where  everything  is  really  unfamiliar—* 
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farmture,  faoes^  Toicei  and  all — thm  sh®  Ji  mdeei^  m 
%bject  of  pity.  It  was  Eye's  case,  as  she  mm  up  aufi 
looked  round  her  What  large  room  was  this,  with  itn 
strange,  antique  lumiture,  its  black  oil-paintings,  iti 
wood  fire  burning  on  a  marble  hearth,  its  tall  wax  can- 
dles flaring  on  an  inlaid  table,  its  huge  tented  bedstead 
looking  like  a  house  ?  Who  were  these  three  tall  men 
looking  at  her,  one  of  them  sitting  beside  her  holding 
her  wrist  ?  and  who  was  that  elderly  lady  in  black 
Jress  and  snow-white  cap,  watching  her  with  such  kind, 
compassionate  eyes  ?  What  had  happened,  and  where 
could  she  be  ?  She  moaned  out  something  Taguely  to 
that  effect,  as  she  passed  her  hand  over  her  forehead 
piteously,  trying,  poor  child  to  clear  her  mental 
vision. 

"  All  right  now,'*  said  the  gentleman  holding 
her  wrist,  dropping  it  and  putting  a  glass  to  her  lips  ; 
^'I  said  you  would  come  to  presently  !  Drink  this,  my 
and  you  will  be  m  well  as  ever." 

Eve  drank  as  submissively  as  a  little  child.  It  was 
port  wine,  and  helped  her  at  once.  She  looked  again 
at  the  man  beside  her,  with  new-born  resignfttion  in  htf 
great  bright  eye. 

"  Are  you  Mr.  Holmes  ?*'  she  mk&A 
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^'Of  coarse^  I  am,  my  dear  Miss  Haielwood^'^  mm- 
swered  th©  yilli^Hsargeoii.  How  do  you  feel  mm  f 
like  a  giant  refreshed — eh  ?" 

"  I  feel  better,  thank  you,"  Tery  faintly ;  "  though 
please  to  tell  me  where  I  am  ?** 

''In  a  Tery  nice  place  Miss  Eye^  Blacl  MonFs 
Friory  r 

"Black  Monk's  I  Why— how— 
There,  don't  get  fidgety  now.  You  fainted,  you 
know,  and  we  found  you  as  dead  as  a  door-nail ;  carried 
you  off  here,  and  brought  you  to  life  again.  For 
further  explanation,  I  must  refer  you  to  this  gentleman 
here/' 

The  gentleman  thus  eyoked  stepped  forward  and 
bent  oyer  her.  Eye  grasped  his  hand,  with  a  glad  cry~ 
it  was  good  to  see  that  familiar  face,  where  all  was  m 
strange  and  new. 

''Senor  Mendez,"  she  cried  out,  holding  his  kind 
hands.    *'  Oh,  I  am  glad  you  are  here  T' 

''  My  own  little  Eye he  said,  a  little  huskily, 
thank  Heayen,  you  are  conscious  again.  You  feel 
better,  do  you  not  ?" 

"  Oh  yes  I  but  I  want  to  know  how  I  came  here  I 
When  did  I  faint,  and  what  made  me  ?*' 
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Senor  Mendez  turned  to  the  third  g entlem&a  itill  m 
fcLe  background. 

My  lord,  if  you  and  Mr.  Holmes  will  kindly  leay® 
me  alone  with  Miss  Hazelwood,  for  a  few  moments,  I 
will  give  her  all  the  explanation  she  requires.  It  will  be 
better  for  her  to  know  at  once  than  work  herself  into  a 
fever  with  wondering.'' 

*'0f  course,"  said  Lord  Landsdowne,  courteously, 
'*for  as  many  minutes  as  you  please.    Mrs.  Eoberts.'' 

Mrs.  Eoberts,  who  was  the  housekeeper  at  Black 
Monks,  obeyed  the  hint,  and  followed  his  lordship  and 
the  physician  out  the  room.  Senor  Mendez  took  the 
chair  beside  her,  and  looked  into  her  great  dark  eyes, 
fixed  so  wistfully  upon  him  with  a  smile.  There  was 
s<v3nething  so  infinitely  kind  and  genial  in  his  face, 
something  so  protecting  and  reassuring  in  his  smile,  that 
Eve's  heart  went  out  to  him  in  a  great  cry. 

0  senor  !  what  does  it  all  mean !  Am  I  gomg 
Biad  ?   Will  you  turn  agamst  me,  too 

My  dear  child  !  turn  against  you  !  why  should  I  P' 
Oh,  I  don't  know !  I  have  not  done  anything  that 
I  know  of,  but  they  all  have  turned  from  me~they  all 
hate  me  now !    I  have  no  friend  left  in  all  tk^  mm 
world,  I  think  I"* 
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Hot  eren  me,  Bye 

She  looked  at  him  earnestly,  longingly ,  truths  honor, 
manliness,  friendlines— nay,  love  snone  in  those  dee|i 
dark  eyes,  in  that  gentle  smile,  in  that  tender  handclasp. 
Yes,  Eye  had  one  friend  left !  Her  face  told  him  so^ 
and  his  pleasant  smile  deepened. 

*^  Thank  you,  my  little  girl,"  he  said,  as  if  she  had 
spoken,  "  You  are  not  quite  deserted  yet !  And  now 
tell  me  what  they  haye  been  doing  to  you  at  Hazelwood 
— I  think  I  half  guess,  though. 

I  can't  tell  you  what  they  haye  been  doing  to  me — 
only  that  they  haye  all  turned  against  me,  and  Miss 
Forest — oh,''  Eye  cried,  passionately,  "how  shall  I 
eyer  forget  the  dreadful  things  she  said  ?" 

Humph  !  it  was  Miss  Forest,  then,  the  little  sleek, 
sharp-clawed  cat !   What  did  she  say  to  you.  Eye 

"  Dreadful  things,  senor,  and  Hazel  told  me,*'  with 
a  choking  sob,  ''that  she  hated  me." 

•'  The  deuce  she  did  !  But  Miss  Forest,  what  did  gh« 
say  ?" 

"  Senor,  she  said  that  I— that  I— oh,  I  can't  tell 
yoa,"  cried  Bye,  suddenly,  coyering  her  face  with  her 
hands,  but  not  before  ke  saw  that  sensitiye  face  turn 
iOftrlei 
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jou  can,  Et©  !  remember  I  am  your  oeIj 
friend !  Tell  me  all !  She  said  yon  did  somethiBg 
Tery  shocking,  I  suppose !   She  said  you — / 

Senor,  that  I  met  Monsieur  Schaffer  in  the  grounds 
by  night,  and  by  stealth,  and  that  she,  and  Hazel^  and 
Monsieur  D'Arville  saw  me  with  him  there  T 

Senor  Mendez  gave  a  long  low  whistle. 

"  Whew  !  the  little  liar  !  and  what  did  Hazel  say  r 

**That  she  hated  me,  and  that  I  was  a  wicked 
treacherous,  deceitful  creature  I" 

''Forcible  language,  upon  my  word  I  These  littk 
female  angels,  however,  have  the  devil's  own  tongue. 
And  Monsieur  D'Arville — surely,  he  denied  it  P 

"  Senor,''  Eve  said,  her  voice  trembling  pitiably,  ''hi 
has  gone  away 

'^Gone  !  where  T 

''  To  London,  and  is  coming  back  no  more."  And 
here  Eve's  courage  all  failed,  and  her  voice  was  lost  in  a 
tempest  of  sobs.    The  Ouban  planter  looked  at  her  pity^ 

iugly. 

'*My  poor  Eve  I  they  have  been  conspiring  up  there, 
ji  see  !   When  did  all  this  take  place  ?" 

''This  morning  at  breakfast,  senor,  Miss  Forcet 

ecmmenced,   I  did  not  see  her  all  day,  or  Haael  either  i 
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bmt  whto  I  went  down  to  dinner,  Monsieur  D*Arrill©*i 
letter,  telling  of  his  departure,  was  brought  ker,  and  1 
think  it  set  her  wild  !  It  was  then  she  said  all  those 
terrible  things,  until  she  nearly  droye  me  mad.*' 

^'And  you  rushed  out  into  the  storm  just  as  you 
were,  and  ran  until  you  could  run  no  longer,  I  sup* 
pose  ?" 

Yes,  senor  !  And,  oh,  I  don't  know  at  all  what  it 
means,  for  I  nerer  left  my  room  last  night/' 

"  Oh,  you  need  not  tell  me  that  1  I  quite  under- 
stand, and  so  does  pretty  Miss  Forest,  that  you  never  set 
foot  in  the  grounds  with  Paul  Schaffer  1  Was  that  all 
she  said  to  you  P' 

**No,  senor— she  spoke  of  my  mother,  of  my  dead 
mother,  whom  I  neyer  knew,  and  said  things  of  her  too 
Mghtful  to  repeat.'' 

*'The  little  "  Senor  Mendez  ground  out  the 

rest  between  his  mustache,  said  she  was  no  better  than 
she  ought  to  be,  I  suppose.  Eye  T' 

Bye  hid  her  face,  flushed  again.  But  ah©  was  pour* 
ing  out  her  whole  heart  to  this  man,  and  could  not 
help  it 

She  said  I  had  no  right  there— no  right  eTen  to  ^ 
mmm  I  bore.'^ 
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Indeed  t  Much  she  knows  about  it  I  Did  slie  ibhj 
ftnything  of  your  father 

'^iSTo,  senor,  she  never  spoke  of  him,  but,^  Bte  cried, 
struck  by  something  in  his  face,  "perhaps  you  knew 
liim,  senor  !   Oh,  if  you  do — ^ 

There  !  there  !  don't  get  into  a  fright  now  1  I  did 
know  your  father  when  a  young  man,  but  nerer  much 
good  of  him.  He  was  a  young  scamp,  and  the  less  you 
know  about  him  the  better." 

Poor  Eve  !  there  was  no  ray  of  hope  for  her  any 
where.    Her  eager  face  saddened  and  darkened  again. 

"Then  perhaps  it  was  all  true  that  Miss  Forest 
«aidr 

Not  a  bit  of  it !  Tour  mother  was  a  bad  woman. 
Oh,  don't  start !  I  knew  all  about  her,  too ;  but  she 
was  your  father's  wife,  as  fast  as  a  minister,  and  a  mar- 
riage-ceremony, and  a  wedding-ring  could  make  her. 
In  fact,  they  were  a  bad  lot,  both  of  them ;  and  the  less 
/ou  find  out  about  them  the  better  for  your  state  of 
mind.  Where  ignorance  is  bliss,  and  so  on,  you 
know 

There  was  a  table  near.  Eve  laid  her  arms  wearilj 
iiIK>n  it,  and  dropped  her  poor  sad  face  thereon,  not  tc 
let  him  see  the  tears  that  were  raining  down* 
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A  hand  was  laid  on  the  bowed  joung  head,  with  i 
la^ch  as  tender  as  a  woman's. 

Dear  child  I  don't  cry  ;  it  wiU  all  come  right  after 
m  while ;  belieye  me.  There  is  a  destiny  in  these  things, 
End  that  destiny  is  in  the  hands  of  One  as  merciful  as 
He  is  mighty.  Eyery  cloud  has  its  silver  lining,  my  Eye. 
Ton  will  see  yours  glittering  through  the  darkness  yet ! 

Eve  turned  and  touched  her  lips  to  the  caressing 
hand,  but  her  voice  was  too  choked  to  speak. 

"  And  for  whom  were  those  tears.  Eve  ?  Sacred  to 
the  memory  of  an  unwoxthy  father  and  mother,  or  a 
false  lover.'' 

'*He  is  not  false,"  Eve  s&id,  sobbing;  ^*but  1^ 
believes  me  guilty,  and  has  gone  fcr  ever.*' 

Let  him  go,  then  1  One  so  e^isily  deluded,  with 
little  faith  in  you,  is  not  worthy  of  a  sigh.  Cheer  up, 
Eve  ^  send  Una  Forest  and  Claude  P'Arville  au  diahU. 
Mid  be  happy  in  spite  of  them.  I  an  g^ing  new  ;  it  i^ 
getting  late  ;  but  I  will  be  back  again  earlj  io-morrow 
morning.    And  so,  my  baby,  good  night  1'^ 

What  a  strange  man  he  was  1   But  Eve  liked  him 
and  his  hearty,  fatherly  manner;  and  once  alone  dropped 
where  she  sat  into  the  heavy  slumber  of  exhAUstioiii. 
B®v@r  woke  till  morning. 
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The  red  sunrise  was  slanting  rosy  rays  through  th® 
inrtame  when  she  opened  her  black  eyes  m  this  mortal 
life  again,  a  little  stiff  and  tired  from  her  uncomfortable 
position,  but  thoroughly  refreshed,  and  her  own  bright* 
eyed,  clear-headed  self  again.  But  at  her  heart  the  inll 
pain  still  ached,  heavy  as  lead  it  still  lay  in  her  bosom 
no  sleep  could  ever  chase  away  the  aching  there. 

She  drew  back  the  curtain  from  the  window  and 
looked  out.  Every  cloud  had  gone,  the  sun  was  shining 
in  a  sky  as  blue  and  cloudless  as — Una  Forest's  eyes  ! 
Fajr  below  she  could  see  the  village  of  Monkswood  ;  the 
imoke  curling  up  from  the  cottage  chimneys,  and  th® 
farms  out  over  the  road.  Eight  below  her  was  a  rose- 
garden^  hot  with  scarlet  bloom,  and  the  birds  wer© 
piercing  the  air  with  their  matin  hymns. 

It  was  all  very  charming,  and  Black  Monk's  was  a 
delightful  place,  but  how  came  she  in  it  ?  She  remem- 
bered now  she  had  not  found  that  out  last  night ;  she 
remembered  too,  with  a  thrill,  the  face,  so  awfully 
like  her  own,  and  she  knew  it  was  that  made  her 
faint. 

She  must  wait  now,  she  knew,  t:ll  Senor  Mendea 
came,  io  find  out  everything,  so  she  batned  her  face, 
kruflhed  out  her  tangled  omh,  mid  her  prayera — a  little 
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more  feryentlj  than  ixsual^  perhaps — and  then  mk  &#w 
by  the  window  to  wait  and  think. 

A  clockj  somewhere  in  the  house,  struck  loudly  tesu 
As  its  last  echo  died  away,  there  was  a  knock  at  hei 
door,  and  the  old  house-keeper  entered. 

Oh,  you  are  up  she  said,  looking  pleased  ;  "and 
not  quite  so  much  like  s  <5orpse  as  you  were  last  night ! 
Do  you  feel  better  ?" 

"Very  much  better,  thank  you." 

"  Will  you  haye  breakfast  here,  or  will  you  €om« 
down  ?   My  lord  sent  me  up  to  se€^ 

"I  will  go  down,''  Eve  said,  in  some  trepidafcioii. 
"Who  is — is  any  one  there 

"  Only  his  lordship.  My  lady  won't  be  back  for  a 
week.** 

"Is  she  away  then  Eve  said,  very  much  relieved, 
for  she  instinctively  disliked  the  supercilious,  handsome 
Lady  Landsdowne* 

"  Yes,  miss,  she  started  for  London  yesterday  m&m^ 
ing*    This  is  the  breakfast  parlor.*' 

They  had  been  walking  through  a  long  hall  and 
Uown  a  great  flight  of  stairs  while  conversing,  and  soon 
the  old  lady  opened  a  door  and  ushered  Eve  into  a  large 
mA  hanis^mely-fumished  parlor,  where  Lord  Laadi^ 
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iowne  and  a  well-spread  breakfast  tabk  were  §l&m. 
He  adyanced  to  meet  her,  with  extended  hand  : 

*^  I  am  glad  to  see  you  looking  so  much  better,  Mim 
Haselwood  !   I  trust  yon  rested  well  last  night 

Thank  you,  my  lord^^  said  Eye,  finding  the  title 
rather  odd  to  her  American  tongue.  I  did.  I  feel  m 
well  as  ever  this  morning." 

That  is  right !  we  are  to  have  a  tete-a-teie  toei.k- 
fast,  I  lEnd,  this  morning.  Lady  Landsdowne  is  in  Lon- 
don, and  Senor  Mendez  declined  my  invitation  to  break* 
fast.    Pray  be  seated/* 

If  Eve  had  never  known,  before,  that  wealth  and  rank 
do  not  constitute  happiness,  she  might  have  found  it 
out  that  morning  by  looking  at  Lord  Landsdowne^s  face 
It  was  the  face  of  a  saddened  and  disappointed  man,  of 
one  who  has  made  some  great  life-mistake.  Yet  it  wai 
kindly  too  :  though  he  rarely  smiled,  its  deep  gravity 
was  gentle  ;  its  melancholy,  patient  Eve  felt  sorry 
him  somehow,  without  very  well  knowing  why,  and  dis- 
liked the  absent  Lady  Landsdowne  more  than  ever. 

During  bf  eakfast  they  talked  of  the  weather,  of  yes 
terday's  storm,  and  of  Black  Monk's. 

Would  you  like  to  see  it  V  he  asked  her,  as  they 
mi>m,      It  is  rather  a  gloomy  old  place,  and  consider 
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ably  ont  of  repair^  but  still  worth  looking  at.    I  will 
your  cicerone,  if  you  like.   ISo  one  can  do  the  honors  of 
Black  Monk's  but  a  Landsdowne/' 

So  they  went  through  it — up  and  down  grand  oM 
oaken  staircases,  through  dark  suites  of  painted  rooms, 
through  wainscoted  halls  until  Eve  was  tired  out.  It 
was  a  gloomy  place,  gloomier  than  Hazelwood  even,  all 
but  one  suite  of  rooms.  They  were  my  lady's  ;  every- 
thing antique  had  been  removed — everything  modern, 
elegant,  and  costly  was  there.  Eve  had  never  seen  any- 
thing half  so  beautiful  before  ;  but  she  looked  in  vain 
for  one  thing — a  portrait  of  the  owner. 

"  Is  Lady  Landsdowne's  picture  not  here  she  asked 
at  length,  curiously;  ^*I  have  not  seen  it  anywhere  in 
the  house." 

"No  ;  she  never  had  a  picture  taken— it  is  one  of 
her  whims ;  not  even  a  photograph.  And  now,  if  you 
are  not  too  tired,  will  you  take  a  stroll  through  the 
grounds  ?  The  fresh  air  will  do  you  good,  after  those 
damp  and  dreary  old  rooms." 

Eve  was  very  willing  to  leave  the  gloomy  bouse  im 
the  bright  sunshine  and  blessed  breeze  out  of  doors  ;  io, 
with  only  a  handkerchief  thrown  over  her  head,  sht 
wmt  out  with  him  into  the  grounds,    Spaeioui  the| 
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weri ;  roseriefi,  graperies^  deer-parks^  long  aTanues  of 
stately  trees,  thickly-wooded  shrubberies,  eyerythlag 
old  aiM  grand ;  but  somehow  the  same  show  of  gloom 
and  solitude  reigned  without  as  within.  Eve  admirei 
and  praised  all,  as  she  could  not  help  doing,  but  she 
turned  away  with  a  feeling  of  relief  to  Senor  Mende% 
galloping  up  the  ^yenue.  He  jumped  of!  his  horse,  and 
raised  his  hat. 

Allah  be  praised  I  the  dead  is  aliye  again*  I  mm 
quite  another  girl  to  the  ghost  of  last  night.  My  lord, 
was  it  coffee  or  the  elixir  of  life  you  gaye  Miss  Hasal» 
wood  at  breakfast  this  morning 

Lord  Landsdowne  smiled,  as  he  turned  to  go. 

^'I  shall  leaye  Miss  Hazel  wood  herself  to  answer  that 
question.  Au  revoir.^^ 

"  Here's  a  bench,"  said  Senor  Mendez  ;  "and  you  look 
tired,  I  think.    Sit  down  and  tell  me  how  you  feel.*' 

Eve  lifted  her  melancholy  dark  eyes  to  his  face  for  a 
moment  and  then  dropped  tnem  again. 

^  Oh,  I  see  1  Ve/y  lonely,  and  dreary,  md  sad  i 
Eow  do  you  like  Lord  landsdowne 

"  Very  much.'' 

"  And  my  lady  ?" 

**  She  is  away.** 
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"  O  true    I  had  forgotten.    And  the  place  F* 
It  is  a  Terf  fine  old  place  ;  but,  oh,  so  desolate  and 
gldomy  1   Eren  sunshine  does  not  seem  to  brighten  it  I" 
"  Sunshine  I   How  can  sunshine  brighten  a  place 
like  this— a  place  that  is  accursed 

Senor     Eve  cried,  startled  by  the  strong  word. 
"  I  repeat  it — accursed  !   If  ever  a  curse  rested  any- 
where on  earth,  it  does  on  Black  Menkes  1   Can  you  not 
see  it  in  its  master's  face  ?" 

*^You  never  mean  to  say,*'  said  Eve  still  more 
startled,    that  it  is  haunted 

Yes,  I  do  ;  and  by  an  incarnat©  imp  of  the  Evil 
One  himself  I  But  don't  look  so  white  about  it, 
if  you  can  help  it.  I  don't  know  as  ttiis  spirit  ol 
darkness  has  any  power  or  any  will  to  injure  you/' 

"  I  am  not  going  to  remain  here  to  tempt  it,"  said 
Eve  tartly  ;     I  am  going  away." 

"  Oh,  are  you  ?   Where  to,  pray  f 
Anywhere— anywhere  that  I  can  earn  a  living.  I 
will  never  go  back  to  Hazelwood  again  I" 

"  My  dear  girl,  don't  make  any  rash  promises.  Wher® 
io  you  wish  to  go  to—back  to  Canada 

'  Oh  n,o  !  not  there— not  even  to  liew  York.  1  want 
to  go  te  IiOndon„    No  one  knows  me  there." 
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"  And  what  will  you  do  when  you  get  to  London  F* 
Anything  1   Be  a  goyemess,  a  school-teacher,  % 

wamstress^  a  housemaid,  or  anything  by  which  I  can 

earn  a  liying." 

Her  eyes  were  flashing — her  cheeks  glowing — her 

Toice  ringing — but  the  phlegmatic  gentleman  beside  her 

caught  none  of  her  excitement 

A  very  laudable  design,  indeed,  but  don't  be  in  a 

hurry.    Suppose  you  wait  until  Lady  Landsdowne  com^ 

home  ?   These  great  ladies  always  want  a  companion,  or 

«)mething  of  that  sort,  and—" 

I  wouldn't  stay  if  she  did  !    I  don't  like  this  place, 

and  I  don't  like  Lady  Landsdowne.    I  want  to  go  far 

from  here,*' 

Oh,  that's  the  way  of  it,  is  it  ?  Well,  she  may 
know  some  other  great  lady  in  BelgraTia  who  wants  a 
companion  or  a  gOTerness,  and  may  get  you  the  situati(M. 
Take  my  advice,  and  wait  till  she  comes  ;  there  are 
worse  places  to  stop  in  than  Black  Monk's/' 

*'How  did  I  ever  come  here?"  asked  Eve. 
remember  seeing  you  through  the  cottage  window  that 
dreadful  night,  and  that  is  alL    How  did  I  get  here 

heard  you  scream  and  fall,  and  so  did  another 
gentleman,  driving  home  in  his  carriage.    It  was  Lord 
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Landsdown©,  and  he  stopped  to  find  otit  the  matter  j 
and,  when  we  recognized  the  young  lady,  he  insisted  on 
putting  her  into  the  carriage  and  driying  her  homt. 
You  understand 

Yes  ;  ?vnd  what  cottage  was  that  you  were  in,  ani 
who  were  the  two  women  ?" 

"  What  a  pretty  inquisitor  it  is  1  The  two  women 
were  grandmother  and  granddaughter,  and  I  went  in 
out  of  the  rain." 

Senor  Mendez,  I  want  to  see  that  girl  ag&»in.  I 
thought  it  was  my  own  face  looking  at  me  oyer  the  fire. 
We  must  look  exactly  alike/* 

S^or  Mendez  looked  at  her  as  if  struck  by  a  new 
idea* 

"  Why,  yes ;  now  you  mention  it,  I  do  think  there  ii 
a  slight  resemblance.  Rose — I  think  I  heard  the  old 
lady  call  her  Eose — ^Rose  has  black  eyes  and  curls, 
and  is  about  your  height ;  but  she  is  browner  in  the 
skin,  and  has  redder  cheeks,  and  not  so  much  to  saj  I 
And  now  I  must  leaye  you  i^r  a  while ;  T  am  going  t# 
Hazel  wood/' 

"  To  Hazelwood  I'' 
D#m't  faint  -   I  won't  tell  them  you  are  here  1  I 
w^t  to  gee  what  they  are  about  OTer  there,  and  woa^t 


a  word  about  yon.  Good-bye  for  &  whSle^  Bmi% 
excite  yourself.  Wait  till  my  lady  comes  home.  It  will 
be  in  a  few  days^ — and  who  knows  what  the  npsjpiot  will 
be  ?  Keep  np  a  good  heart.  Eemember  what  I  mid 
heioie.    Eyery  cloud  has  its  silver  lining/' 

But  the  lining  is  on  the  wrong  side/'  said  pooj 
Br®,  wistfully ;  and  it  is  very  long  and  dreary  to 
wait*' 

Perhaps  you  won't  have  so  long  t®  wait — wh^ 
knows  ?  Wait  anyway  until  her  ladyship  (K>mes  baok^ 
and  we  will  see  what  will  follow.  Wait,  Bve,  wait  mi 
feeP 
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come  to  all  of  us,  now  and  then,  d&ji 
that  seem  endless.  We  get  up  and  sit  dow  a, 
and  yawn,  and  saunter  wearily  about,  and 
the  long  dull  hours  drag  their  slow  length  along,  each 
me  a  lifetime  of  dreariness  in  itself.  It  was  one  of  thme 
black-letter  days  to  Eve,  that  first  one  in  Black  Monk's 
— flhe  wandered  through  the  grounds,  ^untered  m  and 


mi  of  the  house ;  tried  to  read^  and  found  it  ioiposfiiMo: 
and  all  the  time,  unconsciously  to  herself,  she  was  list* 
ening  for  the  coming  of  some  one,  for  a  voice,  for  a  step, 
as  all  of  us  poor  creatures  hare  listened  at  some  period 
of  our  liyes*  In  vain,  too — that  is  the  worst  of  it.  Eve 
did  not  know  she  was  listening  for  Olaude  D'Arville  ; 
but  she  wag  starting  at  every  footstep,  her  foolish  heart 
throbbing  and  then  sinking  back  with  a  sickening  senm 
of  disappointment,  and  still  her  pride  would  not  let  her 
own  to  herseK  why. 

At  seven,  she  and  Lord  Landsdowne  dined  in  solitary 
state.  His  day  seemed  to  have  been  little  more  agree^le 
than  her  own — ^he  looked  wesffy  and  dejected,  ^d  by 
tacit  consent  neither  talked  mueh« 

When  the  mute  performance  was  ended.  Eve  went 
out  again  to  the  grounds,  thinking  that  the  curse  of 
$fmui  certainly  rested  heavily  on  Black  Monk's  if  none 
worse  did. 

The  sun  that  had  throbbed  all  day  like  a  heart  of  fire 
IB  the  blue  vault  above,  was  dying  out  in  the  west.  Dying, 
too,  as  a  mona,rch  ought,  grandly  and  serenely  wrapped 
in  rainbow-glory.  The  girl  was  standing  watching  it, 
forgetting  half  her  own  troubles  in  its  splendor,  when 
a  step  coming  near  made  her  turn  round  with  the  mim 
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flutter  at  her  heart.  It  was  a  man,  a  f^nug  m^mtk^  !bul 
not  he  for  whom  she  looked — a  yery  different  perBoa 
indeed— none  other  than  Mr.  Paul  SchaSer.  11^  mmm 
lip  to  her  rapidly  and  excitedly. 

Miss  Hazelwood— Eve  !  haye  I  found  yon  at  last  f 
What  is  this  they  have  been  doin^  to  jou  at  Ha»l 
wood 

Eye's  answer  was  a  flash  of  her  black  efm,  and  a^i 
attempt  to  pass,  bnt  he  stopped  her, 

*^No,  Miss  Hazelwood,  do  not  go.  You  must  not 
le^ye  me«  I  haye  been  searching  for  yon  all  day,  and 
only  discovered  half  an  hour  ago  tlxat  you  were  here/' 

Eye  was  too  proud  to  struggle— she  drew  back,  and 
stood  leaning  against  a  tree,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  th® 
Saring  sunset, 

^^Bye,'''  he  repeated,  still  excitedly,  "'^what  is  tMf 
they  have  been  doing  to  you  at  Hazelwood  that  you  tay® 
lied  here  ?   That  much^  at  least,  I  know.^' 

"Yes, .1  am  sure  you  io     Eve  said,  frigidly. 
I  went  there  this  morning,  and  heard  a  most 
Mwkable  story.    "^"11  f^ct,  I  was  met  by  Hassel  with  a 
tempest  of  tears  and  reproaches,  and  accused  of  haying 
met  you  the  night  before  last  in  the  grounds.  Mig« 
Woimt  cx>nfirmed  th©  tale  with  'ihe  hauteur  of  a  dowagei 
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dnoliess  offended,  and  informed  m©  she  aiiS  D'AiTiUt 
kad  been  looking  on.  Now,  Miss  Hazelwood,  what  iom 
this  mean  ?" 

Will  you  allow  me  to  pass,  Mr.  Schaffer  wm 
MWs  cold  reply.  Simple  as  you  think  me,  I  am  not 
deceiTed  by  your  acting.  Whateyer  plot  has  been  laid 
for  me,  you,  the  accomplice  of  Miss  Forest,  know  best.'' 
"  Eye,  you  wrong  me  !  I  swear  you  do  !  I  loye  you 
too  well,  eyer  to  enter  into  any  plot  against  your  happi- 
&ass  !  It's  all  a  mystery  to  me — no,  not  all — for  I  know 
Miss  Forest's  motiye  for  hating  you  !' 

Eye  turned  her  large,  truthful  eyes  from  the  sunaet 
to  the  man's  pale  and  excited  face. 

For  hating  me  ?  What  haye  I  eyer  done  that  she 
should  hate  me  ?" 

The  greatest  crime  one  woman  can  commit  agaimet 
another.    You  haye  been  her  riral  V* 

Whatr 

Her  riyal.  Eye  !  Oh,  you  haye  been  blind  wMl®  $11 
ike  rest  of  the  world  saw.  Una  Forest  ioyes  Olaudt 
D'Aryille." 

Eye's  heart  gaye  one  wild  bound,  and  then  seemed 
m  stand  still.  A  thousand  trifies  rushed  on  her  mind 
to  oenins  the  story.    She  knew  this  man  to  be  a  liaor  i 


but  lie  spoke  the  truth  now.  All  the  blood  in  her  bodj 
seemed  to  rush  into  her  face^  and  she  clasped  her  hands 
OTerits  burning.  ^ 

Yes,  Miss  Eve,  that  is  Una  Forest's  secret.  He 
knows  nothing  of  it,  any  more  than  you  did ;  but  that 
hidden  passion  is  the  spring  that  has  set  all  this  shame- 
ful machinery  at  work.  Her  aim  was  to  turn  him 
against  you,  and  she  has  succeeded — ^how,  I  do  not 
know,  though  it  seems  she  has  involred  Bae  in  it/* 

He  stopped,  but  Eye  did  not  speak ;  her  face  was 
still  buried  in  her  hands,  and  he  could  not  see  its 
expression. 

^'  It  proves  that  she  hates  you — ^it  proves  something 
else,  how  weak  and  contemptible  a  creature  this  D'Ar- 
ville  is  I  If  he  had  any  mind  of  his  own,  would  he  not 
see  through  a  woman's  poor  machinations  ?  If  he  ha5 
any  real  love  you,  would  he,  at  the  first  word,  spurn  jon 
unseen  and  unheard,  and  shamefully  desert  you  with- 
out one  word  ?  0  Eve  '  listen  to  me — I  love  you,  if  he 
does  not !  I  believe  in  you,  if  he  has  no  faith  I  I 
respect  you,  if  he  has  sp.orned  I  I  will  be  true,  if  he  hm 
deserted  you  !  Let  the  miserable  ex-schoolmaster  go, 
Eve,  and  be  my  wife — my  loved  and  honored  wife  !  I 
oan  give  you  a  happy  home,  wealth,  friends,  position. 
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aTorytlimg  ;  he  can  giye  you  nothing  b;it  his  fickle  laiyrtj 
Ms  empty  brain  and  emptier  pocket  I  Come  back  fce 
Canada,  Eye,  where  the  friends  are  who  know  and 
!oT©  yon,  and  forget  one  who  can  so  easily  forget 

jou !  • 

He  spoke  vehemently,  passionately,  trying  to  take 
her  hand  ;  but  Eve  drew  back,  and  the  face  she  lifted 
seemed  to  have  turned  to  marble. 

Will  you  let  me  pass.  Monsieur  Schaffer  she 
coldly  said, 

"Eve!  Eve  I  have  you  no  heart?  Will  you  not 
hear  me 

"  I  have  heard  you.  If  you  are  a  gentleman,  mon- 
sieur, you  will  let  me  pass/' 

"  Eve,  do  you  refuse  ?  0  Eve,  you  know  I  love 
you     he  cried  out,  distractedly. 

have  refused  you  before — I  refuse  you  again  I 
You  are  plausible  enough,  but  I  know  you  of  old,  Mon- 
sieur  Sohaffer  ;  and  if  you  were  to  kneel  down  and  swear 
to  me  you  are  not  concerned  in  this  plot  against  me^  i 
would  not  believe  you  !  I  scorn  your  offer  as  I  do  your- 
self, and  I  would  sooner  be  turned  out,  to  stand  and  die 
in  the  streets^  than  to  become  your  wife.  How  will  tou 
let  me  pass 
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And  you  defy  me  like  this  P 
do  defy  you,  monsieur  I  You  thought  I  know^ 
when  you  had  brought  me  to  this,  made  me  iipmeless 
and  iriendless,  that  I  would  be  only  too  glad  to  come  to 
any  terms.  But  I  am  not  friendless,  monsieur,'*  she 
said,  listing  her  head  to  the  radiant  sky,  her  face  and 
voice  solemn  alike,  the  Father  of  the  orphan  reigns 
there,  and  my  trust  is  in  Him.    Mr.  Schaffer,  let  me 

go  r 

What  was  there  in  that  white  faoe^  in  those  solemn^ 
earnest,  dark  eyes,  that  awed  the  man.  The  same  soul— 
that  one  spark  of  divinity  within  us  that  awes  the  tame- 
less beast  of  the  forest— looked  forth,  herhaps,  and  cowed 
him.  He  drew  back,  his  own  face  livid  with  suppresied 
fury. 

"  Go,*'  he  said,  but  I  will  conquer  you  yet.  No 
one  ever  defied  Paul  Schaffer  with  impunity;  and 
before  another  sun  sets,  you  will  be  turned  out  of  Black 
Monk's  as  you  have  been  out  of  Hazelwood  I  Then  we 
will  see  what  kind  of  a  tramp  La  Princesse  will  make. 
A  few  days'  starvation  will  prove  a  wonderful  cure  for 
these  fine  airs  and  graces,  my  pretty  Eve !" 

But  Eve  was  gone,  and  Paul  Shaffer  walked  away, 
teaien  and  baffled.    He  had  counted  so  surely  on  hit 
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i^hemes  incceeding,  and  here  he  was  foiled  iki  the  grsi 
turn.  But  he  had  another  card  to  play  jet — the  game 
^as  not  quite  ended. 

That  night  a  letter  addressed  to  Ladj  Landidowns 
was  posted  in  the  little  post-office  of  Monkswood.  II 
was  short;  pithy^  and  anonymous  : 

*  ^  My  Lady  Landsdowne  need  be  in  no  hurry  home. 
His  lordship  is  not  at  all  lonely  in  her  absence,  as  he  has 
a  younger  and  even  prettier  lady  than  his  charming 
wife  for  company  in  the  dull  old  mansion.  The  young 
person  is  Miss  Eye  Hazelwood,  of  Hazelwood,  who,  for 
some  mysterious  reason,  has  left  the  latter  for  the 
former  residence.  How  long  she  is  going  to  remain  is 
also  unknown — probably  your  ladyship  may  find  out  ©n 
your  return — if  both  birds,  in  the  meantime,  do  not  take 
unto  themselyes  wings,  and  fly  away. 
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OW  Eye  passed  that  night  she  best  kn@w« 
Lord  Landsdowne  did  not,  though  he  partly 
guessed,  seeing  the  white  face  and  sunken 
%jm  across  the  breakfast-table  next  morning.    Worst  of 
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tSl,  Benor  Mendez  and  her  only  remaining  friend  now 
came  not,  though  the  morning  was  wearing  away  ;  and 
■he  stood  straining  her  eyes,  half  wild  with  impatience, 
watching  for  his  arrival.  Noon  came,  and  brought  him 
not ;  the  sultry  afternoon  stole  on,  and  still  he  was 
absent.  Oh !  was  he,  too,  turning  against  her  !  Was 
he,  too,  forgetting  and  deserting  her,  like  the  rest  ol 
the  world  ?  No,  surely  this  was  he  at  last.  A  fly  had 
entered  the  gate,  and  was  driving  rapidly  up  the  avenue. 
Eve  started  forward  to  meet  it.  Alas  for  her  hopes  I  it 
was  a  fly  from  the  railway-station,  and  held  only  a  lot  of 
trunks  and  a  lady — the  sad,  haughty,  handsome  face  of 
a  lady  she  had  seen  before,  and  instinctively  distrusted. 
It  was  Lady  Landsdowne  returned.  Eve  drew  back  with 
a  low  bow,  but  recoiled  at  the  fierce  bright  glance  she 
met  from  the  lady's  blue  eyes — a  glance  that,  had  her 
lcH>ks  been  lightning,  would  have  blasted  her  where  she 
stood.  The  next  moment,  she  was  gone,  gathering  up 
her  silken  skirt  with  her  gloved  fingers,  as  if  she  feared 
it  might  be  contaminated  by  the  slightest  contact  with 
be  other. 

^*It  never  rains  but  it  pours."  0  truest  of  all  true 
proverbs !  Eve  stood  and  looked  after  her  with  a  strained 
md  bewildered  air.   What  had  she  done  now  to  incur 
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that  fiery  glance  ?  Long  ago  ihe  had  heard  of  the 
intense  and  unreasonable  jealousy  of  Lady  Landsdowne, 
but  it  neyer  occurred  to  her  now.  To  the  pure  all 
things  are  pure."  Eye  thought  of  everything,  but  not  of 
that ;  until  at  last,  roused,  indignant,  and  outraged,  she 
turned  into  the  house  with  a  brightened  color  and 
flaming  eye- 

"  I  will  leave  this  instant — I  will  stay  no  longer 
where  I  am  not  wanted  1  Let  Senor  Mendez  go.  He 
has  forsaken  me,  like  all  the  rest ;  but  I  will  lie  down 
on  the  roadside  and  die,  before  I  stay,  to  be  treated  like 
this  I'* 

She  ran  ap-stairs,  and  was  crossing  the  hall  on  her 
way  to  the  room  she  occupied,  when,  through  the  half- 
open  door  of  the  library,  she  heard  aloud  and  passionate 
voice  pronouncing  her  name.  Instinctively  she  stopped 
—I  think  the  best  of  us  would,  in  her  place — and 
listened.  The  library  was  the  room  in  which  the  lord  of 
Black  Monk's  spent  nearly  all  his  time,  but  he  was  not 
the  speaker.  This  raised  angry  voice  was  a  woman's— 
was  my  lady's. 

tell  you  I  will  speak  1"  she  was  passionately  cry- 
ing out,  "  and  I  will  not  lower  my  voice.  Let  the  shame* 
lass  creature  hear,  if  she  likes ;  such  vile  wretches  care 
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litle  what  is  said  tc  them.  But  you,  my  lord^,  th..  mjit^ 
the  paragon—I  have  found  you  out  at  last^,  have  I  '  Thii 
is  the  way  you  pass  the  time  when  I  am  absent !  i  wish 
Miss  Eve  Hazelwood  joy  of  her  conquest  ^ 

Lady  Landsdowne/'  the  calm,  low  voico  of  hei 
husband  said,  ^*  have  you  gone  mad  ?  For  Heaven'^ 
gake  lower  your  voice,  or  you  will  have  every  E^ervant  in 
the  house  at  the  door  in  five  minutes  I" 

"  Let  them  come  P  cried  the  excited  lady,  I  want 
nothing  better  than  to  expose  the  pair  of  you  !  You're 
the  model  husband,  forsooth  l~so  kind,  so  indulgent, 
so  faithful — the  admiration  of  all  the  we&k-minded  fe- 
male fools  I  know  !  But  I  have  found  you  out  in  time, 
fend  I  shall  turn  that  miaerable  girl  from  the  door  in  five 
minutes,  and  expose  her  to  the  whole  county/' 

Lord  Landsdowne  rose  from  his  seat  and  crossed  the 
room  to  close  the  door,  when  the  sight  of  Eve  standing 
there,  like  a  stone,  made  him  start  back  as  *f  he  had  seen  a 
ghost.  He  turned  scarlet  for  the  woman  who  could  not 
blush  for  herself. 

"  Miss  Hazelwood,  you  here  1  Good  heavens  I  toie 
Must  have  heard  all  I'' 

"I  have,  my  lord,"  Eve  said,  her  voice  sounding, 
©Yen  to  herself,  strange  and  far  off,  "and  I  am  goinge 
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1  thank  jou  most  sincerely  for  your  kindness,  b&t  1 
wish  1  had  been  dead  before  I  eyer  came  here 

Lady  Landsdowne  came  to  the  door,  her  shawl  hang » 
mg  off  her  shoulders,  her  bonnet  still  on,  her  face  dis- 
torted by  the  storm  of  jealous  fury  into  which  she  kad 
lashed  herself. 

^'Yes,  go,  you  wretched  girl,  before  I  order  my 
servants  to  turn  you  out,  but  do  not  think  your  infamy 
is  to  be  concealed.    No,  I  will  expose — 

Peace,  woman  I"  her  husband  thundered.  Hold 
your  poisonous  tongue,  or  I  will  forget  I  am  a  man,  and — 
Strike  me  screamed  Lady  Landsdowne,  who 
ieemed  to  be  fairly  beside  herself,  *^  I  knew  it  would 
come  to  that.  But  I  will  expose  you  both,  the  whole 
county  shall  know  of  it ;  shall  know  I  am  a  wronged, 
skndered,  insulted  wife  I" 

She  finished  with  an  hysterical  peal  of  laughter  that 
tnded  in  a  wild  and  noisy  storm  of  tears.  Eve  fled  hor- 
rified, and  Lord  Landsdowne,  seizing  the  bell,  rang  a 
peal  that  brought  half  a  dozen  curious  servants  to  the 
ipot  at  once. 

Her  ladyship  is  not  well!  Attend  to  her,''  wsyi 
km  order,  and  then  he  too  was  gone.  Not  in  search 
of  Eve,  though — he  had  not  moral  courage  for  thmt^ 
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but  to  lock  himself  in  his  own  room  for  the  rest  of  the 
fifty,  out  of  the  reach  of  his  wife^s  serpent-tongue. 

And  Eye,  bareheaded  and  unshawled,  as  she  had 
flsd  from  Hazelwood,  was  flying  now  from  Blac^  Monk^s, 
She  did  not  fly  far,  however ;  the  gate  opened  before  she 
reached  it,  and  a  tall  gentleman  entered,  and  with  a  cry 
of  joy  she  looked  up  into  the  kind  eyes  and  friendly 
face  of  Senor  Mendez. 

"  What's  your  hurry.  Eye  ?"  he  said,  stopping  her  ; 
''running  away  ag^n,  eh  ?" 

"  Oh,  let  me  go  !  let  me  go  1"  she  cried,  passion* 
fttely.    "  I  shall  dio  if  I  stop  here  !" 

"Die,  will  you  !  you  look  like  it,  I  must  say !  What 
has  happened 

*'0h,  do  not  ask  me — ^it  is  too  dreadful  to  tell! 
Only  take  me  away  from  here  1*' 

''Directly !   Has  Lady  Landsdowne  returned 

*'  Yes,  yes,  yes  !  Oh,  she  is  ten  times  worse  ihm 
Miss  Forest  1" 

''Yes,  I  know  she  is!  But  what  has  she  done  to 
you  ?  Oh,  I  see  he  exclaimed,  his  eyes  firing  and  his 
face  flushing.    "  Eve,  has  she  turned  you  out  ?" 

A  passionate  gesture  was  her  only  answer— her  voio® 

wm  too  choked  to  speak. 
U 
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^^My  poor  child  !   My  poor  persecuted  little  Et© 
h®  said,  compassionately,  "and  what  are  jou  goinf  to 

do  EOW  ?" 

SLe  broke  out  into  a  wild  cry — the  wail  of  a  half- 
broken  heart. 

Oh,  I  don't  know  1   I  only  want  to  lie  down  and 

die  r 

A  change  came  over  Senor  Mendez.  He  took  both 
her  hands  in  his,  and  looked  brightly  down  in  her  fac^ 

'^Not  yet,  Eve  !  not  yet  1  Not  till  you  see  the 
silver  lining  of  all  these  clouds,  as  I  promised  you. 
You  have  been  thinking  hard  of  me,  I  know,  for  leaving 
you  so  long ;  but  I  could  not  help  it.  I  have  been  up  to 
London  since,  in  search  of  another  runaway — a  friend  of 
yours.  Eve.  It  will  all  come  right  yet,  believe  me. 
Can  you  bear  a  shock,  Eve 

She  looked  at  him  in  silent  questioning,  and  met 
his  reassuring  smile. 

"Ere,  did  you  ever  hear  of  Conway  Hazel  wood 

*'I  have  heard  he  was  my  father,"  she  answered,  her 
heart  ]>eginning  to  throb  fast,  "and  that  he  was 
dead.^^ 

^'Tialf  true  and  half  false  !  He  is  your  father,  and 
h.%  is  i^ot  dead  !   Eve,  your  father  lives  !*' 
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*'0h,  where  she  wildly  cried,  "where  in  all  th» 
world  have  I  a  father  ?" 

He  took  oft  his  sombrero  and  held  open  his  arm& 
"  Here,  Eve  ;  here,  beside  you  I   When  idl  tie  worli 
forsakes  you,  it  is  time  your  father  should  come  to  tki 
rescue.    Yes,  Eve ;  no  longer  the  Creole  planter,  n@ 
longer  Senor  Mendez,  but  Conway  Hazelwood  and  youf 


fancied  you  saw  a  glimpse  of  fairy  land,  so  brilliant  was 
the  little  room.  Curtains  of  rose  satin  and  snowy  lace 
tempered  the  garish  morning  sunshine,  and  fluttered 
softly  in  the  light  summer-breeze.  Your  foot  sank  deep 
in  the  yelyet-pile  carpet.  The  pictures  on  the  walls 
were  each  worth  a  fortune  ;  and  there  were  rare  Indian 
eabinets,  and  inlaid  tables,  and  Psyche  mirrors,  and  the 
thousand  and  one  costly  trifles  ladies  with  more  money 


father  V 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 


MEASUBl  FOB  MEAST7ES. 


HE  door  of  caryed  oak,  studded  with  bra^s 
nails,  leading  into  my  lady's  boudoir  stood 
ajar,  and  peeping  through  you  might  haye 
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than  they  know  what  to  do  with  love  to  gather  -^-xpi^Mi, 
them.  It  was,  altogether,  a  perfect  gem  of  a  room,  this 
i>audoir  of  my  Lady  Landsdowne. 

On  a  lonnge  under  the  window,  in  a  charming  morn- 
ing toilette,  half  buried  in  rosy  cushions,  lay  my  lady 
herself,  A  pretty  woman,  as  you  know  already,  blue- 
eyed,  golden-haired,  and  fair-skinned,  with  regular 
features,  and  an  air  that  might  have  done  credit  to  a 
princeas  royal.  Fair-haired,  blue-eyed,  and  delicate- 
featured,  a  gentle  delineation  surely ;  but  Lady  Lands- 
downe would  not  have  impressed  you  with  the  idea  of 
gentleness.  The  fair  face  looked  hard  and  haughty  at 
the  best ;  at  the  worst,  as  it  was  this  morning,  it  looked 
sour,  sullen,  and  almost  fierce.  A  little  stand  with  the 
remains  of  an  epicurean  breakfast  stood  at  her  elbow  ; 
the  last  new  novel  in  her  hand,  but  she  was  not  reading, 
she  was  listening — not  in  impatience,  not  in  eagerness, 
hut  with  a  look  of  dogged  determination  about  the  thin, 
bitter  lips,  and  in  the  wicked  blue  eyes^  What  she 
listened  for  came  at  last.  There  was  a  tap  at  the  door, 
md  her  French  maid  entered,  dipping  and  smiling, 

"  A  gentleman  was  below,  and  wished  to  see  mi  ladi, 
H®  did  not  send  his  name,  but  said  he  came  on  iiEpor* 
imi  business.    0,  mm  Dim  !  here  he  was  P 
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Sure  enough^  there  he  was,  at  mademoiselle's  elbow 
~a  tall  gentleman,  with  a  handsome  bronied  fai^e,  hi-- 
black  beard  and  mustache,  dark  bright  eyes,  anl  the  mi 
generally  of  an  Italian  brigand. 

Yonr  mistress  will  see  me,"  said  this  dark  ap|m* 
rition,  "  have  the  goodness  to  go,  mademoiselle 

Mademoiselle  looked  at  her  mistress,  aghast.  Mj 
lady  had  risen  to  a  sitting  position,  and  waived  her  o5 
with  her  jeweled  hand.  She  seemed  very  little  surprised 
or  startled  by  this  strange  visitor  ;  she  had  turned  pale, 
it  is  true,  and  mademoiselle  noticed  it  was  Mke  the  gray 
pallor  of  death ;  but  that  was  alL  Her  glittering  eyes 
were  fixed  on  his  face  as  he  came  in  and  closed  the  door^ 
and  she  was  the  first  to  speak,  clearly  and  steadily. 

"So  you  have  come,*'  she  said  ;  "sooner  ©r  latter  I 
knew  yon  would  I'* 

"  I  have  come/'  said  ttm  deep  voice  of  Senor  Mender, 
standing  before  her,  dark  and  stem  as  Ehadamanthu% 
"  I  have  come  to  seal  your  fate  1    Murderess,  matricide^ 
bigamist,  your  career  is  run,  I  come  as  vi  avenger, 
lead  you  to  your  doom 

A  strange  mode  of  saluting  a  great  lady  in  her  owb 
house  1  But  Lady  Landsdowne  only  looked  up  in  hia 
face  with  a  smile,  that  showed  all  her  white  teetk. 
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Will  you  not  take  a  seat,  Mr.  Hazelwjod," 
said  ji  her  sweetest  tone,  *'or,  perhaps,  you  prefer  to 
rant  standing.  That  tragic  si)eech  would  bring  down 
the  house  if  you  were  in  Drury  Lane,  or  in  the  Bowery, 
in  our  own  delightful  land  over  the  sea  1  Did  you  ex- 
pect me  to  faint  at  sight  of  you  this  morning,  Conway  ?^ 

He  looked  at  her  In  amazement.  Bold  and  daring  as 
he  knew  her  to  be,  he  was  hardly  prepared  for  such 
hardihood,  for  such  brazen  effrontery  as  this.  She  broke 
into  a  derisiye  little  laugh,  as  she  watched  him. 

Even  so,  Mr.  Hazelwood  !  Strange  to  say,  I  fear 
you  no  more  to-day  than  I  did  sixteen  years  ago,  when  I 
poisoned  your  pretty  bride,  got  your  brother  hanged, 
broke  your  father's  heart,  and  sent  you  a  wanderer  over 
the  world.  Oh,  no  1  I  am  not  afraid  of  you,  Conway, 
I  never  was  afraid  of  anything  of  any  one  in  my  life,  and 
I  am  not  likely  to  begin  now." 

"  You  are  the  devil  himself,  I  believe,"  said  Mr. 
Hazelwood,  "  but  if  you  were  ten  times  the  incarnate 
demon  you  are,  your  race  is  run,  your  power  to  do  evil 
is  ended.  For  stone  walls,  a  treadmill,  or  a  strait- jacket, 
kave  rendered  harmless  worse  fiends  than  you." 

Again  she  laughed,  her  low  mocking,  derisive  laugh. 
I!he  woman  seemed  to  be  scarcely  human  in  her  daiin|;! 
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fearlessness^  and  it  was  bo  mock  courage,  you  could  see; 
some  secret  sense  of  power  suspended  and  lifted  hsr 
aboTe  all  fear. 

'Justice,  though  the  heayens  fall  V  Is  that  your 
relentless  motto,  Mr.  Hazelwood  ?  Well,  I  have  reMon 
to  be  thankful  to  you  for  the  sixteen  years'  grace  you 
have  given  me  1  You  see  I  have  not  wasted  my  time-- 
I  have  gained  wealth,  rank,  title,  position.  I  have  drank 
the  wine  of  life  hot  and  sweet,  and  now  that  I  have  got 
to  the  lees,  I  find  them  rather  bitter  and  palling  to  th® 
taste.  I  am  getting  ilasi^  Mr.  Hazelwood,  and  even  the 
treadmill  may  be  pleasant  by  way  of  change  !  How  has 
the  world  gone  with  you  these  sixteen  long  years,  my 
dear  husband 

"  Woman  1  woman  1  is  no  spark  of  human  nature 
left  in  your  black  and  murderous  heart,  that  you  can 
telk  like  this  ?  It  matters  not  to  you  where  I  have  been 
—I  have  known  where  you  were  this  many  a  day,  and  I 
epared  vou.  You  had  entrapped  a  good  and  honorable 
man  into  marriage  by  your  devilish  wiles ;  and  for  his 
sake,  though  ho  was  a  stranger  to  me,  I  spared  you. 
Yon  were  a  double,  a  treble  murderess.  You  had 
ruined  my  life,  made  me  a  wanderer  and  an  outcast,  but 
itfll  I  spared  you.   And,  fiend  that  you  are,  I  would 
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haye  spared  you  to  the  last — I  would  have  left  you  t« 
the  Great  Ayenger  of  all  wrongs,  but  for  this  last 
cruelest  deed  of  all— the  shameful  and  inhuman  deed 
committed  last  night 

Committed  last  night?  oh,  you  mean  turning 
that  girl  out  of  doors  1  Why,  Mr.  Hazelwood,  reflect— 
I  come  home  and  find  a  young  and  pretty  woman  domi- 
ciled with  my  husband,  a  young  and  handsome  mm^ 
and—'' 

"  Silence  1"  he  thundered,  raising  his  yoice  for  the 
first  time,  and  with  a  flash  from  his  dark  eyes,  that 
made  even  the  female  fiend  before  him  cower.  "  Silence, 
or  I  will  forget  I  am  a  man,  and  strangle  you  where  you 
sit  I  Wretch ,  Jezebel,  fiendess  !  You  know  as  well  as  I 
do,  that  girl  is  your  own  daughter  1" 

Lady  Landsdowne  stretched  out  her  hand  for  a 
Jeweled  fan  on  the  table,  and  began  fanning  herself. 

*^Mr.  Hazelwood,  oblige  me  by  not  shouting  out  in 
that  manner  !  It's  extremely  ill-bred,  and  you'll  have 
eyery  servant  in  the  house  here  to  see  what  is  the  matter. 
Suppose  she  is  my  daughter — what  then  ?  It  only  makaf 
the  matter  worse.  I  don*t  want  her  here — ^you  stole  her 
from  me  when  a  child — ^you  thought  I  wasn't  the  proper 
i^rt  of  person  to  bring  up  your  daughter,  and  you  have 
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kept  her  ever  since.  I  didn't  care  much  1m  her  tfaan-— 
I  care  a  great  deal  less  now  \  I  knew  perfectly  well, 
from  the  first  moment  I  saw  her,  who  she  was— and  a  mm 
start  she  gave  me,  I  assure  you,  for  my  nerTes"^  are  not 
at  all  strong  at  times  ;  but,  as  I  said,  I  didn^t  want  har 
here — so  I  turned  her  out !  If  it  were  to  do  oyer  again, 
I  would  do  it  in  half  a  hour — just  the  same  I** 

"I  don't  doubt  it  1  You  would  murder  your  own 
mother  if  you  took  it  into  your  head 

*^Yes,  and  if  she  ever  comes  troubling  me  here, 
I  shall  feel  tempted  to  do  it !  Oh,  you  need  not  stare  I 
I  know  she  is  in  Monkswood,  and  has  the  other  one  with 
her — I  have  seen  them  both,  though  she  never  saw  me. 
I  know  more  than  you  think,  Mr.  Hazelwood.  I  know 
how  she  stole  Eosamond,  and  would  have  stolen  Evan- 
geline to  spite  you,  if  she  could  I  Poor  little  wretch  I 
a  sweet  life  the  one  she  did  get  must  have  led  with  her 
— ^half  starved  all  her  days,  I  dare  say 

Conway  Hazelwood  stood  looking  at  her,  his  dark 
ftboe  white  as  death. 

"And  this  creature  who  sits  there  and  says  suck 
things  is  human  and  a  woman  !  Oh,  in  al)  this  wid« 
world  does  such  a  monster  exist 

She  smiled  up  in  his  face  and  fluttered  her  fiui. 
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Yoa  think  me  unique,  tlien.  I  take  it  m  a  mm 
pliment !  But  if  I  am  a  monster  and  a  murderess,  and 
all  the  other  sweet  things  you  call  me,  whose  cone?  net 
made  me  so,  pray  ?  I  was  the  daughter  of  a  New  Eng- 
land innkeeper,  a  pretty,  innocent  barmaid,  who  used  to 
fill  the  glasses  of  Captain  Forrest  and  his  fast  young 
friends  from  New  York,  make  their  punch,  and  sing  for 
them  with  such  charming  simplicity  and  such  innocent 
blue  eyes  and  long  golden  curls,  until  the  blue  eyes  and 
golden  curls  turned  Captain  Forrest's  head,  and  he  made 
the  pretty  little  bar-tender  his  pretty  little  wife  !" 

"Yes,  when  I  was  half  mad  with  your  father'i 
cursed  liquor,  and  knew  nothing  of  what  I  was  doing. 
That  was  the  one  mad  act  that  has  ruined  my  whole 
life  r 

Very  soon,^'  Lady  Landsdowne  placidly  went  on, 
"  Captain  Forrest — an  assumed  name,  but  no  matter- 
got  tired  of  his  artless  little  bride  and  deserted  her. 
Her  father  died,  and  by  and  by  came  two  little  baby 
girls,  with  big  black  eyes  and  black  curly  hair — the  very 
image  of  their  papa.  Papa  found  it  out,  relented,  and 
came  to  see  them,  gave  them  money,  and  went  away 
again.  The  ill-used  wife  waited,  and  waited,  and  at 
la^,  gi'owing  tired  of  that,  began  to  i^t.     She  g ©4 
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nionej  from  him  regularly.  It  enabled  her  to  act  all  the 
better.  She  found  out  the  reason  of  his  absence — he 
was  about  to  break  the  laws  of  his  country  an^d  marry 
another  wife,  a  richer  and  more  presentable  brile.  She 
found  out  she  was  not  Mrs.  Forrest  but  Mrs.  Hazelwood  ^ 
but  her  husband  was  rich,  and  treacherous,  and  despised 
her.  To  add  to  it  all,  he  stole  her  children  from  her 
one  winter-night,  out  of  a  poor  and  lonely  house,  in  a 
lonely  marsh,  where  she  and  her  mother  were  stopping 
for  a  few  days,  on  their  way  to  New  York.  That  was 
the  last  drop  in  the  cup  ;  not  that  she  cared  much  for 
the  twins — they  were  only  a  burden  and  a  torment  to 
her  ;  but  the  act  galled  her  woman^s  nature. 

"  She  resolved  to  be  reyenged,  and  in  her  own  way* 
All  that  was  savage  within  her — ^and  Old  Nick  had 
always  lain  latent  behind  those  innocent  blue  eyes  and 
golden  ringlets— rose  fierce  to  the  surface.  She  left  her 
mother,  secretly  came  to  the  city,  obtained  a  situation 
as  housemaid  in  the  house  of  her  husband's  bride-elect, 
and  laid  her  plans.  It  was  she  wrote  the  notes  to  the 
bride  and  her  lover ;  it  was  she  who  followed  him  down 
Broadway  that  memorable  night  dressed  as  a  man.  Had 
her  trap  laid  for  him  succeeded,  he  might  have  hmn 
mrmisd  for  the  murder  ;  but  he  baffted  her  there.  It 
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-wm  her  hma^  administerei  tlie  poison^  hidden  m  a  cup 
coffee,  and  for  which  his  trother  died  1    Yes,  ihe 
bscame  a  murderess  !  but  whose  was  the  first  fault 

Touts,  woman  ;  for  yon  entrapped  me  into  a  mar- 
riage I  never  would  have  thought  of  in  my  sober  senses  I 
Who  can  blame  me  for  tiring  of  you  ?  Why  did  jm 
not  come  forward  and  proclaim  the  marriage,  as  you 
might  have  done  ?  Mine  was  alone  the  fault  I  mint 
alone  should  have  been  the  atonement.  But  no,  you 
were  merciless,  and  now  I  shall  be  merciless  to  you  f 
With  the  measure  you  have  meted  to  others  shall  it  this 
day  be  measured  to  you  1  *  The  hour  of  retribution  has 
come  I 

"  Has  it  ?  What  are  you  going  to  do,  Mr.  Ha^l« 
woodr 

I  am  going  to  summon  Lord  Landsdowne  here  and 
tell  him  your  whole  diabolical  history.  Tou  entrapped. 
Mm  as  you  entrapped  me.  You  have  been  his  bane  and 
the  curse  of  his  home,  as  you  have  been  of  mine  !  Them 
yen  shall  enter  a  carriage  that  awaits  you  at  the  door, 
and  I  shall  take  you  to  the  house  where  you  are  to  drag 
tut  the  rest  &t  your  wretched  life  !" 

Might  I  ask  where  this  house  is  ?" 
**It  ia  an  English  madhouse  !   There  in  your  gto^ 
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prison,  separated  eren  fiom  the  unfortunates  wko  will 
your  fellow-captiTes,  you  may  learn  in  sditude  to  prmy 
fer  pardon,  and,  perhaps,  mercifully  obtain  f orgiTeniss 
from  Him  who  is  more  merciful  than  man  ;  from  Him 
who  has  said :  ^  Though  your  sins  be  m  scarlet  th®y 
shall  become  white  as  wool/" 

Thank  you  for  your  sermon !  But  suppose  I  do 
not  believe  in  a  future  state ;  suppose  I  do  not  chooi©  to 
pray — what  am  I  to  do  then 

What  you  please  I  Your  power  to  do  harm  will  at 
least  be  ended.  You  should  be  thankful  that  youi 
punishment  is  so  slight 

Oh,  I  am — excessijely  I    When  am  I  to  go  f 

Immediately !  I  am  going  to  send  for  Lord 
Landsdowne  now.  You  had  better  put  on  your  bonnet 
and  shawl,  and  be  ready  to  accompany  me  !  half  m 
kour.^' 

He  rang  the  bell  as  he  spoka,  and  my  lady  aroi®, 
with  her  cold  slight  laugh  : 

Short  notice !  But  it  is  all  poetical  Jusdce,  I 
suppose.  My  bonnet  and  shawl  are  in  my  bed-chamber, 
I  shall  beg  you  to  excuse  me  while  I  put  them  on.'* 

"Any  attempt  at  escape  will  be  useless,"  he  saidf 
ftamlj-      You  shall  not  go  out  of  my  sight  T 
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gliali  not  ask  to.  Yo:i  may  go  in  smd  exaMin.® 
the  room.  There  is  no  door — n©  secret  and  mysterioms 
trapdoor,  and  the  window  is  twenty  feet  from  the 
ground.  Go  in  and  look  yourself,  if  yon  do  not  believ® 
me." 

He  did  go  in  with  her,  and  she  watched  him  with 
her  cold,  evil  eye  as  he  examined  the  apartment.  What 
she  had  said  was  true,  and  he  left  her  carefully  adjusting 
her  shawl  round  her  graceful  shoulders,  and  went  out 
again  to  the  boudoir  to  answer  a  rap  at  the  door.  It 
was  a  servant  come  to  reply  to  the  call. 

Is  his  lordship  in       Mr.  Hazelwood  asked. 
"  Yes  sir,  he  is  in  the  library. 

Ask  him  to  have  the  kindness  to  come  here  at  once, 
will  your 

The  man  bowed  and  disappeared.  Mr.  Hazelwood 
glanced  into  the  inner  room.  My  lady  was  still  buiy 
before  the  glass.  Five  minutes  passed,  then  Lord 
Landsdowne  opened  the  door,  staring  with  all  his  eyes  at 
the  stranger. 

"Senor  Mendez— you  here  !  Where  is  her  ladyship, 
and  what — 

"My  lord,  come  in,*'  was  the  grave  answer. 

A  quaking  cry  and  a  heavy  fall  in  the  next  room. 
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Boij  rushed  in.  Before  her  dregsing-table^  mj  ladj  kj 
fiat  on  her  face,  writhing  in  dreadful  convulsions.  ConvTSj 
Hazelwood  lifted  her  up,  and  her  face  was  an  apjpalling 
light — blackened;  convulsed,  distorted,  the  lips  foam- 
ing, the  eyeballs  starting.  In  one  clenched  hand  she 
held  convulsively  grasped  a  vial,  whose  label  told  th© 
whole  story.  The  ghastly  struggle  lasted  but  for  a  mo- 
ment. The  blackened  and  horrible  face  turned  livid,  the 
awful  deep  rattle  sounded  through  the  room  ;  the  hand 
fell  back  ;  the  eyeballs  turned  in  their  inflamed  sockets  ; 
the  jaw  dropped,  and  her  soul  was  gone  !  Eose  Hazelwood 
-—Lady  Landsdowne — had  gone  to  render  an  account  of 
her  dark  and  guilty  life  before  the  highest  of  all 
tribunals,  and  the  two  living  husbands  stood  looking  on 
the  dead  wife  ! 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

THE  8T0KY  TOLD  IK  THB  DEATHROOM. 

ilLENCB  and  gloom  have,  for  many  a  day, 

I   been  the  pervading  characteristics  of  Black 
i   Monk's  Priory ;  but  a  deeper  si]  race,  a  more 
dismal  gloom  hung  over  it  this  serene  summer-day  thas^ 
oldest  servitor  of  the  house  ever  remembered  befcro. 
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With  bated  breath  and  noiseless  step  they  stot€  from 
room  to  room,  speaking  in  hnshed  whispers  and  with 
awa-Btmck  faces;  for  an  awful  Tisitor  had  entered 
unseen,  unheard,  unannounced.  Death,  grim  and 
relentless,  had  been  in  their  midst ;  and  in  one  of  th@ 
upper  rooms  my  lady  lay  cold  and  rigid,  and  lifeless. 
She  had  neyer  been  loved  by  one  in  the  place.  She  was 
not  regretted.  There  was  not  a  creature  Hying  to  drop 
a  tear  to  the  memory  of  the  hard,  cruel,  haughtj,  oyer- 
tearing  mistress  of  Black  Monk's ;  but  its  appalling 
guddenness  stunned  thenu  She  had  risen  that  morning 
in  her  usual  health.  She  had  eaten  her  breakfast  with 
her  customary  appetite.  She  had  not  eyinced  the 
glightest  symptom  of  the  slightest  indisposition,  yet  now 
she  lay  in  her  room  a  corpse.  It  was  indeed  enough  to 
startle  the  most  stolid  among  them  ;  and,  clustered 
together  in  the  servants'  hall,  the  tragic  event  was  pro 
foundly  discussed  in  all  its  bearings.  Mademoiselk 
Eosine,  the  French  maid,  deposed  how  the  tall  dark 
gentleman  had  followed  her  to  the  boudoir,  had  ordered 
her  away,  and  how  horribly  pale  my  lady  had  turned 
fiight  of  him.  Mademoiselle  was  of  opinion  that  tbt 
dMk  gentleman  was  either  his  Satanic  Majesty,  or  deatlj 
in  bodily  form,  for  no  om  had  ever  seen  my  lady  alivf 


iw  rm  DEATEimoM. 


after  that.  The  two  riral  Tillage  physiciang  had  hmi^ 
sent  for  in  great  haste^,  but  they  must  haye  coma  too  lat^i ; 
for  all  their  combined  efforts  could  not  kindle  owe  gpark 
of  life  in  that  cold  breast. 

The  old  housekeeper  was  the  only  one  among  them 
who  had  seen  her,  and  that  excited  their  curiosity  all 
the  more.  It  was  a  crying  shame,  they  all  decided,  that 
^he  alone  should  have  the  handling  of  the  corpse  and 
the  entree  of  the  death-chamber.  Then  there  were 
other  things  to  arouse  their  curiosity.  The  tall  stranger 
whom  William,  the  coachman,  knew,  and  who  was  a 
foreign  gentleman  from  Spain  or  Eooshia,  and  wai 
named  Mendez,  which  he  stopped  at  the  Black  Monk's 
Arms,  along  of  another  foreign  gent,  and  was  great  up  at 
Hazel  wood,"  had  taken  his  departure  about  noon  ;  and 
the  housekeeper,  having  arranged  the  corpse  in  its  grave- 
clothes,  had  been  turned  out  of  the  room  by  my  lord, 
who  was  watching  by  the  dead  alone.  Then,  a  little 
after  sunset,  a  carriage  had  driven  up  to  the  door,  and 
the  foreign  gentleman  had  alighted  with  three  ladiet. 
Two  of  the  ladies  were  evidently  young,  though  their 
faces  were  hidden  behind  thick  vails.  The  third  wai 
old,  and  ugly,  and  wrinkled,  and  bent  and  poorly 
iresaed,  and  was  crying  and  moaning  pitifully,  And 
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twisting  her  skinny  old  fingers^  and  wiping  her  bleared 
old  eyes  all  the  time  she  was  in  sight.  The  whole  foni 
had  gone  iip-stairs  to  that  room,  and  there  they  wer@ 
now  ;  and  the  assembly  in  the  seryants'  hall  could  make 
Mither  top  nor  tail  of  the  whole  matter.  Some  inclined 
to  differ  from  Mademoiselle  Kosine  in  her  view  of  the 
case,  and  were  of  opinion  that  the  foreign  gentleman 
had  murdered  my  lady  in  cold  blood  ;  and  this  dismal 
'new  of  things  was  about  agreed  upon  between  them, 
when  the  housekeeper  came  sweeping  down  upon  them, 
and  dispersed  them  about  their  business. 

And  how  was  it  in  that  chamber  of  death — that  cham- 
ber of  horror  ?  The  gray  and  mystic  twilight  (the  only 
light  fitted  for  such  a  scene)  stole  drearily  in  through 
the  closed  curtains,  lingering  darkly  in  the  corners,  and 
brooding  darkest  of  all  in  that  corner  where  the  bed 
was.  A  white  sheet  covered  the  bed,  and  under  it  was 
the  outline  of  a  stark  form  in  the  marble  rigidity  of 
death.  In  an  arm-chair,  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  but 
not  near  it.  Lord  Landsdowne  sat,  a  little  paler,  a  little 
graver  than  usual,  but  quiet  and  self-possessed.  The 
first  shock  of  horror  had  passed  away.  The  brief  explan? 
ation,  which  had  shocked  and  horrified  him  more,  almost 
t^&n  th^  suicide  had  done,  was  jmst  too,  and  the  wont 
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that  could  come  was  oyer.  There  had  been  no  \oy% 
many  a  day— there  could  be  no  sorrow  now.  It  wai 
only  ghastly  and  appalling  to  think  of,  and  h^  wanted 
to  forget  it  all  as  fast  as  possible  ;  to  go  far  from  Black 
Monk's,  and  remember  the  last  few  years  only  as  hide- 
ous dream.  Crouching  at  the  head  of  the  bed,  tocking  to 
and  fro,  moaning  and  crying,  was  the  old  woman  ;  her 
hands  clasped  round  her  knees,  and  her  dim  old  eyes  fixed 
piteously  on  the  bed.  Yes,  there  was  one  human  being 
to  regret  Lady  Landsdowne — her  wretched  old  mother. 
On  a  sofa  by  the  window,  clinging  together,  white  and 
startled,  two  young  girls  sat ;  two  so  strangely  alike 
that  the  resemblance  might  haye  astonished  you.  The 
same  wealth  of  jetty  curls,  the  same  brilliant  black  eyes, 
the  same  dark,  clear  complexion,  the  same  regular 
features,  the  same  height  precisely,  in  all  things  the 
iame  but  one — that  one  was  inexpression.  One  of  the  two 
had  a  strangely  cowed  and  subdued  look — a  shrinking, 
frightened  manner,  the  result  of  long  years  of  hard 
treatment,  and  blows,  and  abuse.  Poor  Kosamond 
Hazelwood  !  The  whining  old  beldame  beside  the 
bed  could  haye  told  a  pitiable  tale,  if  she  chose,  of  the 
life  she  had  led  the  granddaughter  she  stole. 

One  other  person  was  in  the  room^  walking  up  and 
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down  with  re^less  steps.  It  wm  the  foreign  gentleMaii^ 
who  was  telling,  in  the  twilight,  his  dark  and  tragical 
tale. 

*'Ye®,  my  lord/'  he  was  saying,  "what  I  told  yoi 
WM  all  HeaTen's  truth.  That  dead  woman  was  my  wifa 
and  the  mother  of  these  girls ;  and  I  am  no  Cuban, 
no  Senor  Mendez,  but  Conway  Hazelwood,  and  the 
rightful  owner  of  the  estate  which  my  brother  Arthur 
now  holds.  This  old  woman  is  the  mother  of  her  who 
bore  the  name  of  Lady  Landsdowne." 

"  Yes,  I'm  her  mother  ;  her  poor,  forsaken,  broken- 
hearted old  mother,"  the  old  woman  whispered ;  "  and 
I  never  knew  she  was  a  great  lady  like  this,  or  I  would 
hare  come  here  long  ago.  Oh  dear  I  oh  dear  !  and  now 
ghe's  dead — and  pisened  herself  P 

'^I  haye  committed  many  a  mad  deed  in  my  life," 
Mr.  Hazel  wood  said,  "  but  that  marriage  of  mine  was 
the  crowning  ma^tness  of  all.  With  half  a  dozen  hare- 
brained college  f  riends  I  wont  to  a  New  England  Tillage 
one  summer,  to  fish  and  shoot,  and  we  took  it  into  our 
heads  to  go  under  assumed  names,  I  took  that  of  my 
mother's  family,  Forrest,  and  we  stopped  at  the  villi^e 
ton,  kept  by  this  old  woman  and  her  husband." 

Ye@,  yes,  yei  !"  shrilly  put  in  the  old  woman  hdr* 
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mM,  "  a  lot  of  high- flyers,  and  Captain  Forrest  rhe  worgt 
of  all — turning  the  silly  heads  of  the  girk,  and  drinking 
and  callousing  till  ail  hours  of  the  night.  learned 
Bos6;  but  she  always  wanted  to  be  a  lady^  and  now  sha'i 
dead  I    Oh  dear,  dear,  dear  1'^ 

*^She  was  pretty,  very  pretty,"  Mr.  Hazel  wood  went 
on,  glancing  slightly  at  the  bed,  ^^and  I  belieyed  her  m 
good  and  as  innoceiJi;  as  she  was  beautiful.  Still,  in  my 
senses  I  should  neyer  have  married  her,  for  I  never 
really  got  beyond  admiration  of  the  fascinating  little 
barmaid  ;  but  I  was  mad  with  liquor  and  altogether 
reckless  when  the  thing  was  done.  It  was  indeed  marry 
in  haste  and  repent  at  leisure  with  me  ;  and  before  long 
I  found  out  she  was  as  corrupt  of  heart  as  fair  of  face. 
That  sefctled  the  question.  Much  as  my  chains  galled 
me,  I  might  have  been  tree  to  her  but  for  that.  I  left 
h@r ;  perhaps  I  did  wrong,  but  Heaven  knows  I  had 
good  cause.  She  did  not  know  my  real  name  ;  I  hoped 
she  never  would.  1  sent  her  money  plenty,  and  I  never 
lost  sight  of  her.  When  those  children  were  born,  I 
went  back;  but  I  found  that  living  with  her  was  an 
impossibility — I  need  not  tell  you,  my  lord,  what  she  is  : 
she  has  made  your  life  a  curse,  as  she  has  mine — and  I 
l@ft  her  again.    Then  came  that  other  marriage  I  told 
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yon  of  this  morning ;  Helen  was  gentle,  and  loTing,  and 
innocent ;  and  I  really  loved  her,  as  she  did  me,  with 
her  whole  heart,  I  was  wrqng,  I  know  ;  I  knew  it  then, 
too,  but  more  than  love  led  me  on.  My  pride,  my 
honor,  her  happiness,  all  were  at  stake,  and  I  would  not 
pause.  I  resolved  to  provide  amply  for  Rose  ;  I  knew 
that  she  loved  money  a  thousand  times  more  than  she 
did  me,  and  to  take  my  children  from  her.  She  was  no 
fit  guardian  for  anything  innocent ;  I  laid  my  plans  and 
succeeded.  I  placed  the  twin  infants  under  my  father's 
care;  I  sent  her  an  ample  supply  of  money,  and  flat- 
tered myself  she  would  go  her  own  way  and  let  me  go 
mine. 

My  lord,  how  terribly  I  was  mistaken,  you  know. 
What  I  have  already  told  you,  I  will  not  repeat ;  it  is 
not  fitted  for  the  ears  that  are  listening  now.  It  half 
maddens  me  yet  when  I  think  of  my  bride,  my  brother, 
my  father  1  To  that  father  I  told  all  before  I  fled  from 
my  native  land,  and  that  tale  was  his  death-warrant. 
For  years  I  was  a  wanderer,  and  the  most  miserable  of 
men ;  I  went  to  the  East,  and  lost  sight  completely,  of 
America  and  all  I  had  left  behind.  In  Syiia,  I  made 
the  acquaintance  of  a  Senor  Mendez.  a  Cuban  planter  of 
immense  wealth  and  failing  health.    He  wai  an  eccen^ 
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brio  old  man,  with  no  near  relatiyes ;  we  became  fast 
friends  and  trayeling  companions,  and  at  his  death  he 
left  me  all  he  possessed.  I  went  to  Cuba ;  my  estata 
was  a  little  paradise  below  ;  and  for  a  few  more  jeMS  I 
spent  a  tranquil,  idle,  indolent,  luxurious  life.  Then  I 
grew  tired  of  that,  too ;  I  came  back  to  New  York« 
There,  under  the  name  I  had  assumed  with  the  estate,  I 
found  that  I  had  fallen  heir,  long  before,  to  Hazelwood, 
where  my  brother  reigned  in  my  place ;  that  one  of  the 
twin  infants  I  had  left  under  my  father^s  care  had  been 
stolen  shortly  after,  and  had  never  been  heard  of  since, 
and  that  the  other  was  at  school  in  Canada.  I  came  io 
England  before  going  to  Canada ;  saw  my  brother  and 
cousin  Una,  without  being  recognized,  made  another 
tour  of  the  continent,  and  went  back.  This  time  I  did 
yisit  Canada.  I  had  known  the  preceptress  of  the 
school  in  Cuba :  I  visited  her,  and  saw  Eve,  and  from 
that  time  I  never  lost  sight  of  her.  When  she  was  sent 
for  to  come  here,  I  came  too.  I  accompanied  her  to 
Monkswood,  and  determined  to  remain  and  watch  over 
her.  The  very  evening  of  my  arrival,  as  I  stood  talk 
ing  to  her  at  Hazelwood,  a  carriage  passed  us  and  a  lady 
looked  from  the  window.  I  recognized  the  fac^ 
instantly  i  it  was  one  I  had  good  reason  to  remember. 
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tkough  so  many  years  had  passed  eince  1  last  beheld 
it— it  was  the  the  face  of  the  woman  I  thought  dead — 
@f  Lady  Landsdowne." 

"I  had  met  her  in  Prance,"  Lord  Landsdowne  safi, 
helplessly,  "four  years  before.  She  was  nursery-go y- 
emess  in  a  family  where  I  was  yisiting,  and  I  don't  know 
how  it  was,  but  her  beauty,  and  her  winning  ways,  and 
her  sorrowful  looks— 

Oh,  I  understand  it,*'  Mr.  Hazelwood  said,  there 
never  was  a  better  actress.  You  married  her  as  I  did, 
and  found  out  the  difference.  She  did  not  see  my  face 
that  evening ;  the  first  time  she  saw  me  was  that  stormy 
day  at  the  village-inn,  when  the  suddenness  of  the  shock 
overcame  even  her  iron  nerves,  and  she  shneked  and 
fainted.  It  was  for  your  sake,  my  lord,  I  spared  her ;  I 
would  have  spared  her  to  the  end  had  she  been  merciful 
U>her  own  child." 

"  Perhaps  she  did  not  recognize  her,"  Lord  Lands- 
iswne  said. 

"  She  did  recognize  her ;  she  told  me  so.  She  knew 
her  from  the  first,  and  Kosamond  and  her  mother  too. 
By  one  of  those  strange  freaks  of  fortune  that  astonish 
the  world  at  times,  this  old  woman  had  brought  Bosa 
mond  to  the  Canadian  village  where  Eve  was  at  sch^dL 


Jif   THE  DEATKROOM. 


Eye  wais  recognized  by  her  grandmother  as  soon  as  m%ik ; 
and  Paul  Schaffer  found  out  the  whole  story  from  her 
by  a  bribe,  and  resolved  to  make  use  of  it  for  his  own 
ends.  He  was  the  open  lover  of  Harel  Wood,  and  the 
aeciec  lover  of  Eve  ;  he  was  jealous  of  J3ung  D^Arville, 
and  laid  a  plot,  with  the  connivance  of  others,  to  frus- 
trate his  rival  and  compel  Eve  to  marry  him  in  spite  of 
herself.  Una  Forest,  who  should  have  been  Eve's  pro- 
tectress, joined  with  him  against  her.  You  see  th« 
resemblance  Eose  and  her  sister  bear  to  each  other.  You 
could  scarcely  tell  them  apart  yourself,  my  lord.  Kose 
was  compelled  to  meet  Schafler  by  night  in  the  grounds 
of  Hazelwood,  and  carefully  trained  in  the  part  she  was 
to  play  ;  D'Arville  was  brought  out  to  witness  the  per- 
formance ;  the  diabolical  plot  succeeded  to  perfection ; 
he  never  for  a  moment  dreamed  it  could  be  other  than 
Eve ;  and  in  the  first  impulse  of  outraged  pride  and 
love,  left  Hazelwood,  without  one  word  of  explanation 
erfiv^well. 

!  ^ext  day,  Eve  was  driven  from  Hazelwood  by  the 

at  ie  of  Miss  Forest,  and  you  know  how  you  and  I 

found  her.     I  resolved  that  she  should  remain  here 

until  her  mother  returned,  and  see  if  one  spark  of 

kuman  nature  lingered  in  her  hard  and  vindictive  heart 
17 
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You  know  better  than  I  do^  my  lord,  the  soem  which  fol> 
lowed.  I  met  m j  daughter  flying  from  this  huige,  as  the 
had  fled  from  Hazelwood ;  and  then,  and  then,  and  not 
till  then,  I  told  her  who  I  was.  I  took  her  to  the  inn 
where  I  stopped ;  I  found  out  this  woman  and  my  other 
child  ;  I  brought  the  three  together  and  told  them  the 
tale  I  have  now  told  you.  That  was  the  first  part  ol 
my  task  ;  my  second  was  one  of  retribution.  I  felt  no 
mercy,  no  compassion  now  for  her  who  lies  there  dead. 
I  came  here  this  morning  to  exact  justice  to  the  utter « 
most  farthing.  You  should  have  heard  the  tale  before 
her,  and  the  cell  of  a  madhouse  should  have  been  her 
home  for  life,  had  she  not  taken  her  fate  in  her  own 
hand.  She  expected  me,  and  was  prepared ;  she  believed 
in  no  future  life,  she  was  weary  of  this,  and  so—'' 

He  stopped  and  stood  looking  at  the  bed.  Lord 
Landsdowne  followed  his  glance  for  an  instant  and  then 
turned  away  with  a  slight  shudder. 

"I  shall  leave  this  horrible  place  within  a  wedk. 
l&iy  I  ask  what  is  to  be  your  next  step 

'^Retribution  still!  The  mercy  that  others  '|»V6 
shown  shall  be  shown  unto  them.  Hazelwood  is  be 
the  next  place  I  visit ;  and  Paul  Schaffer  and  ITna 
Forest  will  find  out  that  the  game  is  not  all  in  their  owb 
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lumdi ;  that  a  power  iuperior  to  theirs  xi  at  work.  ITra 
nust  be  there  to  witness  the  family  remaion  that  is  to 
take  place.     You  hare  seen  Eye's  hnauliatimf 
must  also  see  her  triumph.'' 


dolences  ;  and  manoBuyring  mammas  with  marriageable 
daughters  began  building  castles  in  the  air  for  their 
Laura  Matildas^  as  they  inspected  the  broad  lands  of 
Black  Monk's  and  reflected  on  the  widowed  state  of  its 
master.  And  in  the  f  amily-yault  beneath  Monkswood 
ehurch  there  was  another  coffin^  and  the  house  in  Bel- 
graye  square  had  crape  on  the  door,  and  among  the 
obituary  notices  in  the  Times  there  was  one  of  Eosa- 
mond.  Lady  Landsdowne,  who  had  died  suddenly,  of 
aongestion  of  the  brain ;  and  then  it  was  all  oyer,  md 
HbM  eouniy  mtngfiMim  went  hom^  to  eat^  drink,  and  be 
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ND  so  there  was  a  funeral  at  Black  Monk's!-^ 
yery  quiet  and  retiring  affair-^nd  the 
I   county  Biagnates  were  aU  there,  with  con- 
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merry,  imd  the  handsome  and  haughty  lady  of  Blmk 
MonFg  was  out  of  the  world  and  forgotten. 

Among  the  gentlemen  who  had  attended  the  funeral 
procession  was  Mr.  Arthur  Hazelwood,  of  Hazelwooi 
It  had  been  a  good  deal  of  a  trial  to  that  human  sn^ 
to  crawl  out  of  his  &hell ;  but  Miss  Forest,  with  h^ 
customary  clear-headed  foresight,  had  represented  so 
strongly  what  society  in  general,  and  Lord  Landsdowne 
in  particular,  required  of  him,  that  he  had  oeen  morally 
dragged  from  his  sanctum  of  ease,  and  turned  out  in  the 
cold.  He  had  drawled  forth  his  regrets  in  most  gentle- 
manly fashion,  and  tried  as  much  as  in  him  lay  to  keep 
from  yawning  in  church  during  the  oration  and  burial- 
service  ;  and  then  he  had  shaken  hands  languidly  and 
under  protest  with  the  people  he  knew,  and  gone  home, 
and  been  exceedingly  bored  by  it  all. 

It  would  take,  at  least,  six  months  of  undisturbed 
repose  to  recover  him  fully  from  the  shocks  his  delicate 
nature  had  lately  undergone.  There  was  the  arrival  of 
those  two  hoydenish  girls  from  Canada — Shock  Number 
One  ;  there  was  the  ungentlemanly  and  unbusinesslike 
flight  of  his  secretary — Shock  Number  Two  ;  there  waa 
the  other  flight  of  one  of  the  girls— he  was  not  quite 
mute  whfch ;  and  now,  here  was  this  dismal  burying. 
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which  had  upset  liiiii  most  of  all,  Mr  Uj.3iel wood's 
nerTee  were  in  a  shattered  state  as  he  sank  into  an  easy- 
chair  next  morning,  and,  wrap]3ing  his  gorgeous  dress- 
ing-gown around  him,  broke  his  first  egg.  It  was  half- 
past  twelve  ;  but  Mr.  Hazelwood  had  had  some  tea  and 
toast  in  bed,  so  he  was  not  quite  starving,  late  as  it  was 
his  breakfast-hour.  Miss  Forest  there,  in  a  dainty 
morning- toilet,  looking  very  fair  and  pretty,  as  sh© 
poured  out  his  chocolate,  and  giving  no  sign  outwardly 
of  having  ever  loved,  or  suffered,  or  done  wrong. 

And  so  there  were  a  great  many  at  the  funeral, 
Arthur  she  was  saymg.  Of  course— I  knew  there 
would  be  ;  and  just  think  how  it  would  look,  if  you,  the 
nearest  neighbor  of  all,  stayed  away.  Was  Senor  Mendez 
there  r 

Yaas,"  drawled  her  cousin  ;  and  it  strikes  me,  I 
have  seen  that  man  somewhere  before.  His  face  looka 
familiar." 

**So  it  does,'*  said  Una.      I  have  often  thought  so, 
too.    He  reminds  me  of  Conway,  but  I  suppose  that  ifl 
nothing  but  fancy.    Was  Mr.  Schaffer  there  ?** 
Oh  yes,  and  no  end  of  people.    Come  in." 

This  was  in  answer  to  a  rap  ;  and  his  valet  made  klf 
appearance,  bearing  two  cards  on  a  salver.. 
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SeBor  Mender  and  Mr,  Schaffer/'  said  TJha,  glftiio* 
ing  at  them.  **  Speak  of  the — You  know  the  old  proT* 
T©rb,  Arthur.    What  can  they  want  with  you 

They  want  to  bore  me  to  death.  It  is  the  aim  of 
all  my  friends/'  Mr.  Hazelwood  said,  helplessly."  I  sup- 
pose I  must  see  them.  Show  them  up,  Louis  :  Una, 
another  cup  of  chocolate.'* 

Before  Miss  Forest  had  finished  pouring  out  the 
chocolate,  the  two  gentlemen  were  in  the  room ;  Senor 
Mendez  with  an  unusually  grave,  not  to  say  stern  face, 
and  Mr.  Schaffer  looking  rather  puzzled  and  at  a  loss. 
Miss  Forest,  bowing  distantly,  was  about  to  depart 
when  Senor  Mendez  interposed. 

"  Pardon,  madam^"  he  said,  gravely ;  "  but  the  busi- 
neis  which  brings  me  here  this  morning  concerns  you 
as  well  as  Mr.  Hazelwood.  So  you  will  have  the  good- 
ness to  favor  us  with  your  presence  for  a  few  moments.'* 
Una  flashed  an  alarmed  glance  at  Paul  Schaffer ;  but 
that  gentlemen's  assuring  look  said,  as  plainly  as  words  : 

I  know  nothing  about  it,  I  aasure  you.  It's  all 
Greek  to  me," 

Mr.  Hazelwood,  who  had  been  beating  the  devil's 
tattoo  with  his  spoon,  dropped  it  and  his  iawat  the  mAii* 
tion  of  the  appalling  word  businew.'' 
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Business  !"  he  faintly  echoed.  *  My  dear  fellow, 
you  must  be  mistaken  1  What  business  can  you  possibly 
have  with  me  / 

A  good  deal,  as  you  will  find  out  presently/'  m:^ 
Senor  Mendez,  helping  himself  to  a  chair  and  drawing 
off  his  gloves  ;  "and  we  will  proceed  to  it  at  once.  Mr. 
Schafler,  there  is  a  chair  ;  pray  be  seated,  Miss  Forest. 
The  matter  may  detain  us  some  time. 

But  Miss  Forest  standing  by  the  window  looking  out<, 
chose  to  pay  no  heed  to  the  invitation.  She  was  watch« 
ing  a  carriage  driving  up  the  avenue — the  carriage  of 
Lord  Landsdowne.  What  could  possibly  be  bringing 
him  to  Hazelwood  ? 

'^Mr.  Arthur  Hazelwood,"  Senor  Mendez  began,  lean- 
ing forward  and  transfixing  that  bewildered  gentleman 
with  his  dark  eagle-eye,  ^^may  I  ask  how  long  it  is  since 
you  inherited  this  estate 

"  Senor  Mendez  cried  Miss  Forest,  facing  suddenly 
and  sharply  around,  "what  business  is  that  of  yours?" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon.  Miss  Forest,  my  question  wa* 
addressed  to  your  cousin  !   Will  you  be  kind  enough 
answer,  Mr.  Hazelwood 

It  is  nearly  sixteen  years  ago,*'  said  Mr.  Hazel  wood« 
looking  m^re  and  more  helpless  and  bewildered. 
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It  was  left  by  an  uncle,  was  it  not,  to  the  R€zt  el 
Idn?'' 

"Yes/* 

Were  you  the  next  of  kin  P 
"Ya-as." 

Indeed  I  I  fancied  you  had  an  elder  brother,  Oon« 
way.  The  estate  fell  to  him,  I  should  think — did  it  not  ?" 

Una  Forest  fairly  bounded,  and  stifled  a  cry,  in  its 
birth,  as  she  looked  wildly  at  the  speaker,  but  the  obtuse 
Arthur  was  still  "  far  wide/' 

"He  was  away — nobody  knew  where,  and  he  ha« 
neyer  been  heard  of  since.  He  is  probably  dead  long 
•go." 

Senor  Mendez  rose  from  his  chair,  his  commandiF| 
form  drawn  up  to  its  fullest  height 

"He  is  not  dead,  Mr.  Arthur  Hazel  wood.  He  it 
aiiye  and  here  to  claim  his  own  1  I  am  Conway  Hazel- 
wood  r 

The  master  of  Hazelwood  rose  from  his  chair,  white 
as  a  sheet,  and  perfectly  speechless.  There  had  been  an 
exclamation  from  Paul  Schaffer  ;  and  Una  Forest  stood 
grasping  a  chair,  her  lips  apart,  the  eyes  dilating,  in 
silence  they  all  stood,  the  two  brothers  confronting  each 
lather  across  the  table. 
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*'  Yes,  I  am  Oonway  Hazlewood/'  the  d  aevmt  Ouhm 
repeated,  ^'  and  I  come  to  demand  an  account  of  jour 
stewardship,  Arthur,  Oh  you  need  not  staie  so^i  I  caa 
easily  prove  my  identity !  Look  here — do  you  know 
this  ?  You  ought  to,  since  it  is  some  of  your  own 
handiwork 

He  lifted  the  clustering  dark  liair  from  his  temple, 
and  showed  a  long  purple  scar.  Arthur  gaye  a  cry  as 
he  saw  it 

"  Conway  !  Can  it  indeed  be  you  ?  How  could  ] 
have  been  so— ^ 

"  Stupid  I  very  true,  but  then  you  know  Arthur, 
you  never  could  see  yery  far  into  a  millstone.  I  only 
wonder  our  bright-eyed,  sharp-sighted  little  Una  did 
not  recognize  me  from  the  first  I" 

I  wonder  at  it  now  myself,"  Una  said,  coming  for- 
ward ;  "but  we  all  thought  you  dead; 0  Oonway  1  Whart 
a  surprise  this  is 

"  Isn't  it  I  You're  glad  to  see  me  I  suppose 
Una?" 

"  You  know  I  am,"  she  said  holding  out  her  hand  ; 
but  the  blue  eyes  shifted  and  fell  in  the  old 
way,  as  she  spoke*  "Why  did  you  not  tell  us  hmg 
agor 

IT* 
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^^  Be<^>isse  I  always  was^  and  will  be  an  oddity— 4! 
iupposel  Well,  Mr.  SchaflEer,  you  are  staring  T^y 
kard,  what  do  you  make  of  all  this  I'' 

Upon  my  honor  1*'  said  Mr.  Schaffer,  in  all  candor, 

don't  know  what  to  make  of  it,  unless  you  are  pri- 
vately rehearsing  theatricals.  It  all  seems  exceedingly 
like  it  r 

All  the  world's  a  stage  and  all  the  men  and  women 
merely  players,''  quoted  Mr.  Conway  Hazelwood,  "  Your 
part  in  the  performance  will  come  in  presently  I  Well, 
Arthur,  old  boy,  you  are  quite  satisfied  I  am  myself, 
and  nobody  else?  Tour  brother  Conway,  and  no 
ghost  r 

I  cannot  doubt  it  I  But  wh^e  in  the  world  hayo 
you  been  all  this  time  ?" 

'^Neyer  mind  that  I  It  is  my  time  to  ask  questionf 
now— yours  may  come  by-and-by.  Arthur,  where  is  my 
daughter  T 

Tour  what  ?"  gasped  Mr.  Arthur,  aghast. 
My  daughter  1   If  you  don't  know  Eye  Hazelwood 
is  my  daughter,  Una  does.   Una,  where  is  she  ?" 

"She  your  daughter  1  Then  poor  Eugene  wai 
light  r 

"  To  be  rare  ho  was,  as  you  knew  many  a  day  ago-«» 
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M  my  father  jcnew^  and  as  the  paper  he  left  for  her  and 
her  sister  cm  nis  deathbed  will  prove.  Dr.  Lance  told 
me  about  that — ^he  told  me  then  how  Bosie  w^s  stolen 
when  an  infant,  by  a  person  or  persons  unknown.  But 
Eye  was  not  stolen — where  is  she— she  may  be  glad  to 
find  a  father 

Paul  Schaffer  drew  suddenly  back^  and  then  looked 
down. 

Conway,  I  am  sorry — I  am  yery  sorry — ^bnt  she  is 
net  here 

"  Not  here  !   Whera  then  is  she  P'* 

''That  I  cannot  tell.  Yon  had  better  ask  Mr, 
Schaffer  P 

"What  has  Mr.  Schaffer  to  do  with  it  ?^ 

"A  great  deal/'  said  he,  yery  boldly;  "as  pocar 
Hazel  Wood  could  testify  if  she  were  here.'* 

"Where  is  she?" 

*'  Hazel  ?  sick,  poor  child !  She  has  been  yery  ill 
•yer  since  Eye  ran  away.  Perhaps  I  was  a  little  seyere 
with  her,  but  it  was  for  her  good 

"What  had  she  doner 

"She  was  engaged  to  Mr.  D'Aryille— she  ga^e  hia 
to  understand  she  loyed  him,  yet  we  saw  her  steal  out  to 
jBeot,  \sj  nighty  and  by  stinltt^  &br.  El^dioffer  in  th« 
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grounds.  The  sight,  and  the  words  he  heard,  kes 
perfidy  confirmed  by  her  own  lips,  drove  D*Aryille.froin 
the  house.  I  reproached  her  next  day,  as  I  felt  it  my 
duty  to  do,  and  she  ran  away  in  a  passion,  and  we  have 
neTor  seen  her  since/' 

Oonway  Hazelwood  turned  to  Paul  Schaffer. 

"Is  this  true,  Mr.  Schaffer  r 

*^  It  is,"  he  answered,  unflinchingly. 

"  Did  Eye  Hazelwood  hold  nocturnal  interriews  witk 
with  you  in  the  grounds 

"She  did!" 

"  What  was  she  to  you 

"  My  betrothed  wife  before  we  ever  left  Canada  1" 

"  She  must  have  been  a  reckless  flirt  then  1  How 
eame  she  to  be  also  engaged  to  Monsieur  D'Arville 

"  It  was  only  to  win  a  foolish  wager  made  with  my 
eousin  Kate«  She  never  cared  a  jot  for  him  ;  she  told 
ane  so  herself." 

"I  heard  her,**  chimed  in  Una,  "and  so  did  Mon- 
sieur D'Arville  and  Hazel  Wood." 

"  But  she  may  have  told  him  the  same  story  of  you. 
Perhaps  she  was  only  flirting  with  both  of  you.  Was 
it  the  first  time  she  had  met  you  like  this,  or  iras  sh#  m 
tto  habit  of  it  f  ^ 
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Mr.  Schaffer  hesitated. 
Speak  out  I"  Mr.  Hazelwood  said,  **  I  am  h»t 
father  and  haye  a  right  to  know.    Wai  it  the  fint 
time  r 

"Kg/* 

"  She  was  in  the  habit  of  it,  then.  But  whj  WM 
iecrecy  necessary 

"  She  did  not  wish  to  arouse  the  suspicions  of  D'Ar- 
Tille.  She  wanted  to  make  sure  of  him  and  win  her 
bet." 

"  Ah  !  I  see.  But  is  it  not  strange  that  after  leaying 
here,  she  did  not  fly  to  you 

"  That,  I  confess,  is  the  strangest  part  of  it  But 
there  is  no  accounting  for  a  girPs  whims." 

Very  true.  And  Monsieur  D'Arrille  saw  you  meet 
her  in  the  grounds." 

"  He  did,"  said  Una.  We  were  out  searching  for 
a  purse  I  had  lost,  and  came  by  chance  upon  them.  I 
am  convinced  the  fault  was  not  Mr.  Schaffer's  but  henu 
The  secret  meeting  it  appear^  was  her  wish.*' 

A  yery  odd  wish,  too,  I  should  think,  not  to  say 
improper ;  and  you  did  quite  right,  Una,  to  scold  her 
lor  such  conduct.    Will  you  excuse  me  a  moment  ?" 

He  was  gone  before  they  could  speak,  and  back  again 
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directly,  but  not  alone.  Monsieur  Olaude  D'Aryille  wii 
with  him.  Una  suppressed  an  exclamation,  Mr.  Schaf* 
fer  an  oath,  while  Mr.  Arthur  Hazelwood  sat  with  moutk 
and  eyes  agape,  utterly  bewildered  by  it  all. 

'^Monsieur  D'Arville,''  said  Mr.  Hazelwood,  before 
you  left  this  place,  oyer  a  week  ago,  were  you  engaged 
to  Miss  Eye  Hazelwood 

"Yes,''  said  Monsieur  D'Aryille,  ''I  was.'* 
Why,  then,  did  you  leaye  her  as  you  did  P 
Because  I  discoyered  her  to  be  false.  Miss  Forest 
lost  her  purse,  and  I  went  out  with  her  one  night  to 
aeek  for  it  in  the  grounds,  and  there  I  discoyered  Eye 
and  Mr.  Schaffer  together.  I  heard  her  tell  him  she 
loyed  him  only  ;  that  she  only  laughed  at  me,  and  had 
drawn  me  on  to  win  a  bet.  How  could  I  stay  after 
that?" 

"  Not  yery  well.  You  are  quite  sure  that  it  was  Ey« 
you  saw  ?  Might  you  not  be  mistaken  in  the  moon^ 
light  r 

"Hardly  It  was  her  yoice,  her  face,  and  then  her 
allusion  to  myself.  Oh  no ;  a  mistake  was  Tmpossible  I 
Miss  Forest  and  Miss  Wood  recognized  her,  as  weI2 
as  I." 

"  A»d  that  was  the  cause  of  jour  leaymg 
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"It  WM." 

"  Of  coarse,  yon  despise  her  now  t  7oii  do  not  gmo 
for  her  any  more  ^ 

Mr.  Hazelwood — since  such  is  your  name — when  a 
mam  really  loves^  he  A(m  not  forget  so  easily.  I  stiU 
love  her  as  much  as  eyer." 

Then  we  will  let  her  speak  for  herself/'  said  Mf» 
Hazelwood,  opening  the  door.    "  Gome  in,  Eve.'* 

Another  astonisher !  Was  Conway  Hazelwood  a 
magician  ?  In  answer  to  his  call.  Eye  Hazelwood  en- 
tered dressed  in  white,  but  wrapped  in  a  long  dark 
mantle,  and  wearing  a  hat.  She  looked  pale  and  agi- 
tated, but  her  glance  went  fearlessly  round  the  room. 

"Miss  Hazelwood,  give  an  account  of  yourseil 
Were  you  eyer  engaged  to  either  of  these  gentlemen 

"Yes,  father,"  Eye  clearly  and  distinctly  said,  the 
same  coming  yery  sweetly  from  her  lips. 

"  Are  you  sure  you  were  not  engaged  to  both  V* 

"  Quite  sure.'* 

"  To  which  of  them,  then,  were  you  betrothtd 

"  To  Monsieur  D^Aryille,*' 
"  Did  you  loye  him,  Bye 

Ero'i  pale  face  flushed,  and  her  swtet  jmm  faltmcl 
atttito. 
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^'  Yes,  father,  with  all  my  heart*' 

"  Were  you  not  also  engaged  to  Mr.  Schaffar  P* 

"Never,  father,  in  all  my  life/' 

"Eve,''  Mr.  Schafler  began,  reproachfully;  bnt  Mff. 
Hazelwood  interposed  : 

"You  have  had  your  say,  Mr.  Schaffer;  let  ths 
young  lady  have  hers,now.  Did  you  ever  love  him.  Eve  ?" 

Oh,  the  flash  that  leaped  from  Eve's  black  eye,  and 
the  indignant  flush  that  flamed  in  her  cheeks. 

"  Love  him  ? — ^love  him  ?  I  always  detested  him, 
and  always  shall,  as  long  as  I  live." 

"  Very  good.  How  came  you  then  to  meet  him  by 
night,  in  the  grounds  ?" 

"  I  never  met  him." 

"  Never  in  all  your  life  ?" 

"  Never  in  all  my  life.    I  would  have  died  first  V* 

"  Eve  !  Eve  1"  cried  Miss  Forest,  but  again  Mr.  Hai« 
elwood  interposed. 

"  Wait,  if  you  please,  M:bs  Una,  there  ia  another  wife- 
ness  to  be  heard.    Come  in,  Mrs.  Western." 

He  opened  the  door  again,  and  this  time  there  entered 
the  bent,  and  skinny,  and  disagreeable-looking  old  lady, 
who,  many  a  year  ago,  wanted  to  teU  Una  Forert  hct 
loftnn^i. 
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''Mrs.  Western/'  said  Mr.  Hazelwood,  '^jnst  oast 
venr  eye  round  the  room  and  see  if  yon  know  any  one 
here.^ 

"I  know  him  I"  exclaimed  the  old  woman,  BhriHy^ 
pointing  to  Mr.  Schaffer  ;  I  know  him  yery  well.'* 

"  She  lies  cried  Mr.  SchafEer,  white  with  rage  and 
*ear.    *'  I  never  saw  her  before  in  my  life." 

''  Oh  yes,  you  did,  though,*'  salid  the  old  lady  exult- 
ingly ;  yes,  you  did,  though  I  You  saw  me  in  Canada, 
you  know,  and  you  saw  my  Bosie,  too,  as  was  the  yery 
image  of  the  pretty  young  lady  in  the  boarding-school 
that  you  were  in  love  with  ;  and  here  she  is  now,  her 
own  self.  You  paid  our  passage  over  to  England—mine 
and  Bosie's,  you  know — and  you  made  us  keep  out  of 
sight,  down  in  the  village  there,  until  you  should  want 
us,  you  said.  Then  you  came  one  night,  and  told  us 
you  were  going  to  play  a  trick  on  some  one,  and  Bosie 
must  dress  herself  up,  and  meet  you  in  the  grounds  of 
Hazelwood,  by  moonlight^  and  you  were  to  make  love  to 
her,  and  she  was  to  make  love  to  you.  You  had  it  all 
down,  in  black  and  white,  what  you  were  both  to  say  ; 
and  you  called  her  Eve,  and  she  was  to  tell  you  she  lovea 
ae  one  but  you^  and  that  she  was  only  foiling  Monsieoi 
D'ArviUe  thfiM  I  Oh,  jou  needn^t  look  m  blank.  Mi; 
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Sehaffer^  it's  all  Gospel  truth  ;  and  Bosie  went^  and  yoi 
bronght  her  home  afterward^  and  gaye  me  five  golden 
guineas  for  my  trouble.  You  never  were  stingy  about 
your  money  ;  I'll  say  that  for  you." 

"  It  is  false  Paul  Schaffer  cried,  white  to  his  very 
lips ;  the  old  hag  lies  I  Is  it  likely  there  should  exist 
another  in  the  world  so  like  Eye  as  to  deceive  Monsieur 
lyAryille,  Miss  Forest  and  Hazel  Wood  ?  I  tell  you  it 
is  a  fabrication,  from  beginning  to  end!  Such  a 
resemblance  would  be  impossible 

"  Eye,^'  Mr.  Hazelwood  said,  turning  quietly  to  his 
daughter,  ^^go  and  fetch  in  your  sister,  and  do  not  be 
long.  No,  Mr.  SchafiFer ;  you  must  not  leave  just  yet,** 
as  that  gentleman  made  a  motion  to  quit ;  please  stay, 
and  see  the  play  out.    Eve  will  be— ah  !  here  she  is 

There  was  a  general  exclamation,  altogether  irrepres- 
<ible,  and  Mr.  Arthur  Hazelwood  gave  a  faint  cry  of 
intensest  amazement,  not  to  say  consternation ;  for  this 
time  there  entered  two  Eves,  and  which  was  the  one 
khat  had  gone  out,  he  could  not,  had  the  fate  of  worlds 
depended  on  it,  have  told.  The  mantle  and  hat  had 
been  dropped,  and  the  two  girls  stood  arrayed  in  flowing 
(OMamer  white,  their  long  black  ringlets  falling  like 
a  iabk  ckmd  over  their  shaulders.   The  same  in  hmn^t, 
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ia  feature,  in  dress  ;  in  everything ;  the  resemblance  was 
more  than  astonishing— it  was  maryelous. 

Mr.  Hazelwood  looked  at  the  twin  sisters,  jtandiaf 
hand-in-hand,  with  downcast  eyes,  and  a  smile,  eznltant 
and  triumphant,  lit  «p  his  swarthy  face. 

"  Now,  Monsieur  Schaffer,  what  say  you  to  this  ? 
Tell  me  which  is  Eve,  now,  if  you  can 

Monsieur  SchaSer  said  nothing ;  he  only  glanced  at 
the  twin  sisters  with  the  eyes  of  a  baffled  tiger.  With 
his  own  weapons  he  had  been  foiled. 

"  Can  any  one  tell  me  which  is  Eve  Mr.  Hazel^ 
wood  inquired,  looking  from  face  to  face ;  Monsieur 
D'Aryille,  I  leave  it  to  you 

Ah  !  what  resemblance  can  baffle  love,  blind  though 
it  be  !  Over  one  face,  drooping  and  downcast,  a  blush 
and  a  smile  was  dawning.  That  was  the  face  of  his 
darling.  The  likeness  might  baffle  others — it  never 
could  baffle  him  again  ;  the  faces  were  the  same  in  every 
iota,  but  the  world  held  only  one  Eve  for  him.  He  was 
beside  her  in  a  moment,  with  outstretched  hands. 

•'Ever  he  exclaimed,  ^*can  you  ever  forgive  me  F 
I  have  been  cruel,  unjust,  and  ungenerous,  but  think 
how  they  deceived  me  I  I  not  deserve  pardom^  bvt 
I  hcfn  P 


404 


JUBILATSl 


**Hope  on,  hope  everP'  Eye  said,  brightly,  IsjriBg 
hoth  hands  in  his  ;  "  I  forgiye  you  and  every  one  else  on 
this  happy  day 

"  That's  very  good,''  said  Mr.  Hazelwood,  stroking 
his  mustache;  "I  thought  you  would  find  out  Eve, 
Monsieur  D'Arville  !  And  now,  Rose,  I  think  you  have 
a  word  to  say.  Did  you  ever  see  that  gentleman  there 
before  r 

He  pointed  to  Paul  Schaifer,  and  the  young  girl 
shrunk  away,  visibly  with  the  same  cowed  and  fright- 
ened look. 

^*0h  yes,"  she  said,  clinging  to  her  father,  have 
seen  him  often.'' 

Where  ?  Speak  out,  Bosie ;  no  one  shall  hurt  you 
now," 

"I  saw  him  in  Canada,  first.  He  brought  grand** 
mother  and  I  to  England,  and  used  to  visit  us  often  in 
the  village.'- 

Did  you  ever  meet  him  anjrwhere  besides  in  the 
village  ?" 

Once,  in  the  grounds  here.  It  was  one  moonlight 
night  last  week.  He  called  me  Eve,  and  he  made  me 
cay  that^' 

'*  Th«t  yon  loved  him,  eh  T 
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''Tes/'  Bose  said^  colorings  ^^and  a  great  many  dth@7 
things  I  did  not  like.  *^ 

That  will  do.  And  now^  my  lord,  #hat  say  yon  to 
all  this  r 

Mr,  Hazel  wood  turned  to  the  half -open  door,  where 
two  gentlemen  had  been  standing,  unobserred  lookeri 
on.  Both  advanced  with  the  words  he  spoke,  and  one 
was  Lord  Landsdowne,  the  other  the  yicar  of  the  par- 
iih. 

It  is  more  like  the  last  act  of  a  drama  than  a  scene 
in  eTery-day  life/'  answered  his  lordship ;  it  seems  to 
haTe  been  diamond  cut  diamond  all  through  the  piece.'* 
"A  most  surprising  affair  truly,"  said  the  clergyman, 
looking  through  his  spectacles  at  the  twin  sisters ;  ^*  I 
should  never  know  one  of  these  young  ladies  from  the 
other.  As  his  lordship  remarks,  it  is  more  like  a  drama 
than  anything  else.** 

And  dramas  always  ended  in  marriages  in  my  thea- 
ter-going days,"  said  Mr.  Hazelwood  ;  *^  so  suppose  we 
be  consistent  to  the  end.  Mr.  Vicar,  get  your  book. 
My  lord,  will  you  be  best  man  ?  Eose  will  be  bridemaid, 
and  I  am  here  in  parentis  to  give  the  bride  away.  I  am 
sure  Mr.  Schaffer  and  Miss  Forest  will  be  delighted  to 
witness  aB  impromptu  wedding,  even  thouf^  there  be  bo 
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breakfast.  Stand  forward,  D'Arville.  Make  iure  ol 
Eye  this  time,  lest  you  should  lose  her  again." 

It  was  all  so  stirringly  sudden,  that  neither  Paul 
Schaffer  nor  Una  Forest  conld  do  other  than  look  oa, 
and  wonder  whether  they  were  awake  or  asleep.  The 
Ticar  produced  book  and  stole.  Claude  D'Arville  step- 
ped forward,  holding  Eve  by  the  hand.  Rose  and  Lord 
Landsdowne  took  their  places,  and  the  ceremony  began. 
"  Wilt  thou  take  etc.,  was  twice  asked,  and  answered, 
and  one  moment  there  were  no  longer  two  Miss  Hazel- 
woods  in  the  room,  for  one  of  them  was  Madame  Claud® 
D'Arville. 
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ES,  they  were  married ;  nothing  but  death 


plotter,  with  his  quiet  smile  of  power. 

You  see,  Mr.  Schaffer,  our  life-drama  has  ended  lik« 
any  other  drama,  in  a  marriage ;  the  liUain  of  the  play 
hm  btra.  foiled^  and  the  hero  mA  heroine  reign  kiiW" 


could  separate  them  more.  And  Mr.  Hazels 
wood  turned  to  Paul  Schaffer,  the  baffled 
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^fiuKDL  There  is  nothing  more ;  the  curtain  moit  ffdl 
now  ;  and^  before  it  drops,  allow  me,  in  the  name  of  the 
company,  to  bid  you  a  very  good  morning  an^.^  pleae^ 
ant  trip  back  to  Canada.  Shall  I  ring  for  a  serrant  to 
ahow  yon  out,  or  do  yon  know  the  way  yonrseU  ?" 

I  shall  save  you  the  trouble,  Mr.  Conway  Hazelwood« 
or  Senor  Mendez,  or  whatever  your  name  may  be,"  said 
Mr.  Schafler,  with  an  evil  sneer,  *'and  I  beg  your  pretty 
daughter  to  understand  I  shall  not  die  of  a  broken  heart, 
though  I  have  lost  her.  Farewell,  Miss  Porestj,  I  am 
sorry  for  you,  you  have  l(^t  your  love  as  well  as  I,  but 
let  the  ex-schoolmaster  go.  There  are  as  good  fish  in 
the  sea,  you  know,  as  ever  were  caught/' 

He  was  gone  while  he  spoke.  Eve  dared  not  look  at 
Una  ;  but  D'Arville  opened  his  eyes  to  their  widest  ex- 
tent, as  he  fixed  them  on  her  striking  figure. 

"  What  does  he  mean  he  slowly  atked,  "surely  1m 
alluded  to  me/' 

Conway  Hazelwood  laughed. 

"Never  mind,  D'Arville ;  you  have  got  all  you  want, 
so  be  satisfied  and  ask  no  questions.  Look  up,  TTna ; 
irnvB  is  balm  in  Gilead  yet,  and  we  will  let  bygones  be 
bygones  on  this  eventful  morning.  Wont  you  coma 
over  and  wish  Eve  joy  ?" 
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She  dared  not  refuse.  But  the  white  had  nmm 
oeen  so  white  before,  and  the  lips  that  spoke  trembled. 
Ere^s  embrace  was  as  pitying  and  tendei  as  it  was 
sincere. 

We  will  always  be  friends,  Cousin  Una/'  she  said, 
'^^  and  that  miserable  night  and  day  will  be  as  if  ^t  had 
nerer  been.    Where  is  Hazel 

In  her  own  room.  She  is  not  very  well,''  Una  said, 
extricating  herself  from  Eve's  arms,  and  shrinking  into 
the  corner  again. 

I  must  go  to  her,  Claude.  Poor  dear  Hazel  I  I 
must  go  to  her  at  once." 

"  Not  just  at  once,  if  you  please,  Mrs.  D'Arnlle," 
said  her  father,  we  have  not  quite  done  with  you  yet, 
Just  take  this  paper,  and  when  you  have  cast  your  eye 
over  it,  pass  it  to  your  husband." 

Eve  took  the  formidable  legal  looking  document  h« 
held  out. 

"What  is  it  father?" 

"Your  wedding-portion,  my  dear.  A  free  gift  of 
Hazelwood  to  you  and  Mr.  D'Arville  1  There  !  no 
thanks  ;  I  don't  want  it.  I  infinitely  prefer  my  Cuban 
#itote,  whither  I  am  going  next  week,  and  intend  takizig 
Base  with  me." 
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And  what  am  I  to  do  ?  Where  am  I  to  go  P  help- 
laiisly  began  Arthur  Hazelwood. 

Very  true.  It  seems  rather  a  pity  to  tum-you  and 
Una  out,  doesn't  it  ?  Ere,  what  is  to  be  done  with  thia 
ancle  and  cousin  of  yours  ?  The  place  is  your  own  now, 
and  you  must  decidcc'^ 

Then  let  everything  be  as  it  was  1  0  father  !  I  oould 
nerer  be  happy  here  if  they  had  to  leave  it  to  make  room 
for  me.  Uncle  Arthur,  Cousin  Una,  I  shall  take  it  as 
the  greatest  favor  if  you  will  stay  here  always,  and  let 
things  go  on  for  the  future  as  they  have  done  in  the 
past'' 

Mr.  Arthur  Hazelwood  looked  inexpresibly  re- 
lieved, and  Una  bowed  with  averted  face.  Truly  Eve 
was  heaping  coals  of  fire  on  her  head. 

"You're  a  good  girl.  Eve,'*  her  father  said  (and 
D'Arville  smiled  approval  too),  "  and  it  shall  be  as  you 
say.  Little  Hazel  shall  come  with  Bose  and  me  to  Onba 
and  we  will  teach  her  to  forget  that  scamp  Schaffer." 

should  like  to  go,  too,''  Eve  said,  wistfully.  "I 
don't  want  to  to  be  separated  from  you  all  so  soon." 

You  ungrateful  littk  minx  I  what  do  you  think  tif 
thftt  speech^  Mr«  Bridegroom  P' 

I  thMic:  it  is  perfectly  natural^,  monsi^w  I  Sf« 
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will  be  yery  lonely  here,  I  am  afraid^  Ji  yon  oarf]  M 
her  sister  and  cousin  so  soon*'' 

"And  I  want  to  see  Cuba  so  much/'  pleaded  1  m- 
and  Hazel  would  give  a  year  of  her  life  for  a  walk  d«  im 
Broadway.    Let  us  go  with  you,  father — ^please  do.' 

Nobody  could  resist  that  "  please"  ;  no  heart  m% 
hard  than  the  nether  millstone,  the  kiss  that  accomps  lied 
it.  Mr.  Hazelwood  laughed,  and  pushed  her  back:  to 
lyArville.  ''There,  keep  her  to  yourself,  will  you. 
Tes,  come;  you  may  as  well  make  your  weiding 
tour  there  as  anywhere  else.  See  that  your  furbelows 
are  packed  in  a  week,  though  ;  for  this  day  week  pre- 
cisely we  start  for  New  York,  from  thence  to  HaTana. 
Now,  go  and  hunt  up  Hazel,  and  tell  her  the  news  as  fast 
as  you  like.  It  will  be  better  than  medicine  for  her,  I 
dare  say." 

''I  too  haye  a  fayor  to  ask,"  said  Lord  Landsdowni^ 
coming  forward.  ''Are  you  oyercrcwded  now,  Mr, 
Hazelwood,  or  will  you  make  room  for  me  ?  I  hayc 
long  wished  to  yisit  America,  and  I  should  neyer  find 
the  trip  so  pleasant  as  now.  I  want  to  see  Ouba^  too  i 
will  you  make  room  for  me  P' 

Mr.  Hazelwood  grasped  his  hand  heartily. 

^  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord.   I  da  not  forgat  IIm 
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debt  of  gratitude  I  owe  you  for  jour  kininess  to  Era 
Come  with  us  by  all  means.  It  needed  only  your  pre- 
eenoe  to  make  our  party  complete.  And  now^^suppose 
we  adjourn  ;  I  see  by  Arthur's  face  we  are  boring  him.  to 
deaths  and  I  begin  to  feel  as  if  I  should  like  some  lunch* 
eon.  IJna^  if  you  will  see  to  it,  we  will  relieTe  Arthur  of 
our  presence.  Gentlemen,  come/' 


And  into  the  great  sea  of  the  past  two  more  wares, 
two  more  years,  hare  been  ingulfed  forerer.  One  last 
look,  dear  friend  of  mine,  ere  we  mentally  shake  hands 
and  part,  at  the  liring,  breathing,  existing  figures,  that 
hare  passed  before  our  magic  lantern  for  so  long. 

And  to  begin  at  the  very  end,  there  is  Mr.  Paul 
Schaffer.  K  you  ever  go  to  that  quaint  French  city, 
Montreal,  and  take  a  walk  down  Bonarenturo  street, 
you  will  see  his  shingle  hanging  out  in  front  of  one  of 
the  most  stylish  oflBces  in  the  street.  Mr.  Schaffer  is  a 
rising  lawyer,  and  a  member  of  the  Canadian  legisla- 
ture, and  the  world  goes  very  well  indeed  with  him. 
He  told  Eve,  you  remember,  he  would  not  break  his 
heart ;  and  he  has  kept  his  word.  He  has  a  handsome 
town-house,  and  a  villa  at  St  Croix  ;  he  has  fast  horses, 
handscmie  equipages,  well-dreesed  and  well^trained  seiw 
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t»iit8,  a  full  cellar^  full  cojSers^  a  good  name^  and  giiw 
the  best  dinner-parties  of  any  man  in  Montreal.  He  has 
married  a  dashing  Canadian  belle  and  heiress^  who 
thinks  him  perfection,  or  next  door  to  it,  and  has  neyef 
heard  of  that  little  English  episode  in  his  life  that  hap« 
pened  two  years  ago.  It's  not  the  rule  to  make  the  Til- 
lain  of  the  story  happy  and  prosperous,  I  know,  and  I 
hate  to  do  it ;  but  truth  is  mighty  and  will  prevail.  Mr. 
Schaffer  was  flourishing  in  Montreal  the  last  time  I  was 
there,  and  his  success  is  no  fault  of  mine. 

Doctor  Lance  is  in  New  York,  training  the  ideas  of 
his  pupils  how  to  shoot,  and  crosser  than  ever.  He  has 
not  been  to  England  since,  but  he  talks  of  going  there 
next  long  vacation. 

And  in  England — oh,  there  are  happy  hearts  there  I 
In  all  broad  Essex  there  is  no  happier  home  than  Hazel- 
wood,  and  none  more  beloved  and  respected  by  all  than 
its  master  and  mistress.  Eve  goes  singing  through  the 
house  day  long,  like  a  lark,  and  D'Arville  has  turned 
out  a  regular  gentleman-farmer,  and  takes  more  interest 
in  Durhams,  and  crops,  and  overseeing  his  estate  and 
his  tenants,  than  ever  he  did  in  correcting  French  exer- 
cises and  I^tin  themes,  in  his  days  of  professorship. 
Tbare  is  something  else  he  takes  an  interest  in  bdsidei 
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im  cattle^  and  tha.t  is  in  a  fat  little  baby  with  big  black 
ayes,  that  half  a  yaar  ago  utttered  its  first  squall  in 
Hazelwood.  They  call  it  Conway ;  and  Mr.  D^ArviFi^ 
thinks  there  never  was  nor  ever  will  be  such  another 
baby  ;  an  opinion  in  which  Mrs.  D'Arville  fully  shar^ 
Mr.  D^Arville  labors  also  under  the  impression  that  hii 
dark-eyed  wife  never  looks  half  so  handsome  as  when 
she  bends  over  that  little  cradle  and  sings  its  small  in- 
mate asleep  ;  and  there  is  no  doubt  he  is  right. 

Mr.  Arthur  Hazelwood  still  drags  out  life  in  his  own 
way,  as  much  like  a  snail  in  its  shell  as  ever  ;  and  Miss 
Forest  flik  like  a  little  white  ghost  from  room  to  room, 
«hod  with  the  shoes  of  silence.  She  is  thinn!@r  than  of 
yore,  and  the  fair  hair  seems  to  have  faded  white ;  but 
whether  she  is  happy  or  whether  she  suffers,  she  is  not 
one  to  wear  her  heart  on  her  sleeve,  and  no  one  will  ever 
know. 

And  at  Black  Monk's  there  is  a  new"  Lady  Lansdowna 
-—a  very  different  lady  from  the  last.  Her  present  lady- 
ship m  a  flxim^  hasel-eyed,  hazel-haired,  laughing  little 
peeress^  v/ho  answers,  moreover,  to  the  name  of  Hazel. 
Yes,  indeed  I  that  she  is  ;  and  she  and  Lord  Lands- 
iowne  are  like  turtle-doves,  and  Black  Monk's  is  a  very 
different  place  to  the  Bluck  Monk's  of  two  years  agOL 
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Hazel  has  not  quite  got  used  to  being  called  My  Lady* 
yei; ;  but  she  thinks  it  all  yery  delightfnl,  and  tries  te 
he  stately  and  dignified,  but  the  happy  smiles  will  oome 
m  spite  of  her,  and  Lady  Landsdowne  will  be  Hazel 
Wood  to  the  end  of  the  chapter. 

Mr.  Conway  Hazelwood  resides  on  his  Onban  estate, 
but  he  has  been  to  England  to  see  his  little  namesake, 
and  he  has  made  his  will,  and  left  Master  Conway  D'Ar- 
TiUe  everything  he  possesses.  He  is  not  an  old  man, 
but  he  never  will  marry— he  is  happy  enough  in  his 
peaceful  latter  life  to  atone  for  his  tragic  and  beieaved 
youth* 

Bose  is  in  Cuba  too,  the  bride  of  a  wealthy  Creole 
planter,  and  a  near  neighbor  of  her  father's.  Her  old 
grandmother  lives  with  her — Rose  has  an  affection  f(Mr 
her  notwithstanding  the  past,  and  the  old  lady  has  no 
eall  any  more  to  tell  fortunes  for  a  living. 

Yes,  dear  reader,  they  are  all  happy,  and  so  we  will 
Itave  them.  All,  perhaps,  except  one.  For  XTna  Forest 
is  thirty-six  years  of  age,  and — 0  dreadful  fate  t— m  eli 
Mid? 
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